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•^  The 

Traveller's 
Guide 

from  death  to  life 


*Di  CERTAIN  lord  kept  a  fool,  or  jester,  in  his  house, 
^*'  as  great  men  did  in  olden  times  for  their  amuse- 
ment. This  lord  gave  a  staff  to  his  fool,  and  charged 
him  to  keep  it  until  he  met  with  a  greater  fool  than 
himself,  and  if  he  met  with  such  an  one  to  deliver  it 
over  to  him.  Not  many  years  after,  the  lord  fell  sick. 
His  fool  came  to  see  him,  and  was  told  of  his  master's 
illness.  "  And  whither  wilt  thou  go  ?  "  asked  the  fool. 
"  On  a  long  journey,"  said  the  lord.  "  And  when 
wilt  thou  come  again  ?  within  a  month  ?  "  "  No," 
said  his  master.  •'  Within  a  year?  "  "  No."  •'  What 
then — never  ?  "  "  Never."  ••  And  what  provision  hast 
thou  made  for  whither  thou  goest  ?  "  "  None  at  all." 
"  Art  thou  going  away  for  ever,"  said  the  fool,  "  and 
hast  made  no  provision  be- 
fore thy  departure  ?  Here ,  take 
my  staff,  for  I  am  not  guilty 
of   any  such    folly  as    that." 
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150  Short  and  Telling 
i^        Illustrations  of  God's 
Way  of  Peace.    Excel- 
lent  for   Missions,    or    for 
lending  by  District  Visitors. 
Large  Type  4to.    500th  Thou- 
sand. 

By  Mrs.  Stephen  Menzies. 


The  Bishop  of  Liverpool. 
'• '  The  Traveller's  Guide.' 
I  like  the  book  very  much,  and 
think  it  is  calculated  to  be  very  useful. " 

The    Bishop    of    Worcester.    ^  *  The 

Tra.v^Uef's  Guide.'     I  cordially  approve  of  it,  and 
hope  it  '^vill  have  a  wide  circulation.  ' 
Prebendary  of  St.    Paul's  (Rev.  H.  W.  Webb- 

Peploe,  M.A.).  "The  book  has  been  so  much 
owned  of  God  in  London,  by  being  lent  from  house 
to  house,  by  our  City  Missionaries  and  others,  that 
I  should  like  to  hear  of  a  large  number  being  dis- 
tributed to  the  various  Parishes. " 
Lord  OvertOUn.  «i  i  do  not  think  I  know  of  any 
book  which  puts  the  simple  Gospel  in  a  more  terse 
and  attractive  way." 

Eugene  Stock,  Esq.  (C.M.S.).  '•!  wish  this  re- 
markable  book  could  just  lie  open,  on  Shop 
Counters,  in  Railway  Waiting-rooms,  in  Hotel 
Salons,  and  everywhere,  indeed.  Why,  a  casual 
glance  at  it,  may  be  God's  way  of  bringing  the  soul 
to  Himself." 

Lord  Kinnaird.  «  We  have  many  testimonies  of  souls 
won  to  Christ  by  reading  'The  Traveller's  Guide.'" 

Rev.  F.  B.  Meyer,  M.A.  "it  is  like  a  collection  of 
the  leaves  of  the  Tree  of  Life.  Every  page  has 
Gospel  enough  in  it  to  bring  a  sinner  to  Christ." 

Rev.  J.  D.  Walters,  D.D.  "The  short,  pithy 
anecdotes — the  telling  simple  truth  of  Salvation,  so 
distinctly  expressed— make  it  a  real  God  send." 

Rev.  Alex.  McLaren,  D.D.  "its  admirable  brevity, 
simplicity,  directness,  and  personal  appeals  caiinot 
be  in  vain.  It  is  full  of  what  some  modern  Chris- 
tianity is  empty  of — redemption  through  faith  in  the 
personal  Christ  and  His  sacrifice." 

Rev.  J.  J.  Luce.  "Clear,  forcible,  attractive— many 
have  found  the  way  to  heaven  whilst  reading  it.". 

The  Bishop  of  Durham,  "its  brightness  and 
interest,  its  variety,  and  its  plain,  strong,  loving 
presentation  of  the  old  soul-saving  Gospel,  seem 
to  be  just  the  things  likely,  under  God — first  to 
get  shut  doors  opened,  and  then  to  step  through 
them  for  Christ.  That  it  has  done  so  in  case  after 
case,  is  amply  proved." 

Yen.  Archdeacon  Madden.  "'The  Traveller's 
Guide '  has  been  most  helpful  to  many  old  folks  in 
my  parish — its  big  type,  simple  language  and  stories 
— all  appeal  to  them. 

:Jev.  Alex.  Whyte.  D.D.,  Edinburg-h  (pree  St. 
George's).  "The  finest  of  the  wheat,  and  honey 
out  of  the  rock. " 

Christian  Colportage  Association  Secretary, 
"I  think  we  hear  more  frequently  of  blessing 
through  that  book,  than  from  any  other." 


4to  Prize  Edition  in  Chromo  Oolours,  2/6.  Cloth  and  Oold,  2/-. 
Paper  Bound,  1/-.  Also  Special  Pocket  Edition.  Grants  to 
Mission  Workers.  Sample  Copy  post  free  on  receipt  of  half  price 
In  stamps.    British  Oospel  Book  Association,  Liverpool. 
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"important." 


Special  Through  Carpiage 

From  Aberdeen 

to  London. 

I^^^SIHILE  standing  one  day  on 
||^^w|  the  platform  of  tlie  Aber- 
IMSlM  deen  Station  of  the  North- 
E astern  Railway,  I  observed 
a  carriage  with  a  board  on  it,  in- 
timating that  it  ran  all  the  way  from 
Aberdeen  to  London.  The  doors  of 
it  were  open.  A  few  individuals 
looked  for  this  particular  carriage, 
and  on  seeing  "  London  "  on  it,  they 
threw  in  their  travelling  rugs, 
entered,  and,  seating  themselves,  pre- 
pared for  the  journey. 

Having  furnished  themselves  with 
tickets,  and  satisfied  themselves  that 
they  were  in  the  right  carriage,  they 
felt  the  utmost  confidence,  nor  did  I 
observe  any  one  of  them  coming  out 
of  the  carriage,  and  running  about  in 
a  state  of  excitement,  calling  to  those 
around  them,  "  Am  I  right  ?  am  I 
right  ?  " 

Nor  did  I  see  any  one  refusing  to 
enter,  because  the  carriage  provided 
for  only  a  limited  number  to  proceed 
by  that  train.  There  might  be 
80,000  inhabitants  in  and  around 
Aberdeen ;  but  still  there  was  not 
one   who  talked  of  it   as  absurd   to 
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provide  accommodation  for  only 
about  twenty  persons,  for  practically 
it  was  found  to  be  perfectly  sufi&cient. 
The  carriage  is  for  the  whole  city 
and  neighbourhood,  but  carries  only 
such  of  the  inhabitants  as  come  and 
seat  themselves  in  it  from  day  to  day. 

God  has  made  provision  of  a 
similar  kind.  He  has  provided  a 
train  of  grace  to  carry  this  lost 
world's  inhabitants  to  heaven ;  but 
only  for  as  many  as  are  willing  to 
avail  themselves  of  the  gracious  pro- 
vision. 

All  who  will  may  come,  and, 
through  justification  by  faith  alone, 
may  seat  themselves  in  a  carriage 
marked,  *'  From  Guilt  to  Glory." 
Whenever  you  hear  the  free  and 
general  offer  of  salvation,  you  need 
not  stand  revolving  the  question  in 
your  own  mind,  "  Is  it  for  vie  ?  '*  for 
just  as  the  railway  company  carry 
ALL  who  comply  with  their  printed 
regulations,  irrespective  of  moral 
character,  so  if  you  come  to  the 
station  of  grace,  at  the  advertised 
time,  which  is  "  now  "  (See  2  Cor.  vi.  2) — 
you  will  find  the  train  of  salvation 
ready ;  and  the  ONLY  regulation  to 
be  complied  with  by  you,  is  that  you 
consent  to  let  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
charge  Himself  with  paying  for  your 
seat, — which  cannot  surely  be  any- 
thing but  an  easy  and  desirable 
arrangement,  seeing  you  have  NO 
means  of  paying  for  yourself. 


Two  Things  Neces- 
sary for  Salvation. 

THE  reason  Christianity  has 
not  made  more  rapid  advance, 
is  because  the  people  are  asked  to 
believe  too  many  things.  One-half 
the  things  a  man  is  expected  to  be- 
lieve in  order  to  reach  heaven  have 
no  more  to  do  with  his  salvation 
than  the  question,  how  many  vol- 
canoes are  there  in  the  moon  ?  or, 
how  far  apart  from  each  other  are 
the  rings  of  Saturn?  I  believe 
10,000  things,  but  none  of  them 
have  anything  to  do  with  my  sal- 
vation, except  these  two— that  I 
am  a  sinner,  and,  that  Christ  came 
to  save  me.  Musicians  tell  us  that 
the  octave  consists  only  of  five  tones 
and  two  semi-tones,  and  all  the 
Handels  and  Haydns  and  Mozarts 
and  Wagners  and  Schumanns  of  all 
ages,  must  do  their  work  within 
those  five  tones  and  two  semi-tones. 
So  I  have  to  tell  you  that  all  the 
theology  that  will  be  of  practical 
use  in  our  world  is  made  out  of  the 
facts  of  human  sinfulness  and  Di- 
vine atonement.  Within  that  oc- 
tave swing  "The  Song  of  Moses 
and  the  Lamb,"  the  Christmas 
chant  above  Bethlehem,  and  the 
AUeluiah  of  all  the  choirs  standing 
on  the  sea  of  glass. 


1st— 2nd— 3rd 
Class. 

A  TRAVELLER  by  rail 
can,  according  to  his 
means,  travel  with  comfort 
and  speed  by  purchasing  a 
ticket  for  special  trains,  or 
special  classes  ;  and  he  may 
often  have  the  choice  of 
routes  by  which  to  reach 
his  destination. 

But  in  the  great  journey  of 
life  it  is  not  so ;  there  is  no 
choice  of  class  or  route : 
only  ONE  WAY,  only  ONE 
PRICE !  This  is  made  very 
clear  and  plain  in  the  great 
guide-book  for  life  eternal. 
Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  says, 
''I  am  the  door:  by  Me  if 
any  man  enter  in  he  shall  be 
saved."  It  is  not  one  class 
for  the  rich  and  another 
class  for  the  poor;  but 
Christ  says  to  all,  '*  I  am  the 
way."  It  is  not  one  price  for 
one  and  another  price  for 
another,  but  all  are  on  an 
equality.  Each  sinner  is 
redeemed    ONLY   with  the 


precious  blood  of  Christ. 
No  silver,  no  gold,  no  works, 
can  buy  a  priceless  soul 
from  perdition.  Christ, 
alone,  by  virtue  of  His  atone- 
ment for  sin,  can  say,  '*I 
give  eternal  life;''  "he  that 
believeth  on  Me  HATH 
everlasting  life." 

As  the  railway  passenger 
finds  the  line  laid,  the  sta- 
tions built,  the  ticket  printed, 
the  train  ready  for  him,  and 
he  has  only  to  present  the 
price  named  for  his  ticket; 
so  in  the  journey  to  heaven, 
all  is  done  for  him  even  to 
the  price  of  his  ticket,  which 
he  has  but  to  ACCEPT  as  a 
free  gift  from  God  to  him, 
and  his  Salvation  is  perfectly 
secure. 


All  the  Rocks. 

A  PILOT  was  once  asked 
if  he  knew  all  the  rocks 
along  the  coast.  ^'  No,"  said 
he,  "it  is  not  necessary  to 
know  all  the  rocks,  only  to 
know  the  safe  channel." 


ROTTEN  SHIPS. 


MUCH  has  been  said  and 
written  about  rotten 
ships,  and  what  a  sad  piece 
of  iniquity  it  is  for  any, 
just  for  the  sake  of  present 
gain,  to  attempt  to  trifle  with 
human  life,  in  sending  men 
in  ships  that  ought  to  have 
been  broken  up  long  years 
ago.  Old  unseaworthy  hulks 
patched  up  and  painted,  then 
freighted  with  precious  life, 
all  sacrificed  for  the  cupid- 
ity and  covetousness  of  the 
owners,  how  the  world  re- 
probates such  conduct,  and 
cries  out  against  it. 

Would  that  all  equally  con- 
demned the  attempts  to  sail 
to  heaven  in  the  rotten  hulks 
of  man's  providing. 

When  we  try  to  gain  ever- 
lasting life  by  anything  that 
we  do,  say,  or  promise,  ignor- 
ing the  new  and  living  way, 
what  is  it  but  sailing  in 
a  rotten  ship  that  must 
founder  P     When   we  boast 
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ourselves  of  our  morality, 
sincerity,  good  deeds  and  in- 
tentions, ignoring  the  work 
and  person  of  Jesus  the 
Saviour,  what  is  it  but  a 
fair  coat  of  bright  paint  that 
covers  a  worm-eaten,  rotten 
ship,  that  will  not  stand  one 
breath  of  God's  judgment? 
When  we  weary  ourselves 
with  the  performance  of  out- 
ward forms  and  ceremonies 
of  religion,  and  try  to  satisfy 
the  conscience  with  acts  of 
devotion  and  contrition,  re- 
jecting the  work  of  Christ, 
who  hath  '^by  Himself  purged 
our  sins,"  what  is  it  but  build- 
ing again  what  God  has  de- 
stroyed, and  embarking  in 
that  which  will  never  reach 
the  shore? 

God  condemned  all  these 
ways  four  thousand  years 
ago,  providing  an ''  ark/'  even 
Christ  Jesus,  for  the  sav- 
ing of  the  soul— the  sinner's 
refuge  and  way  of  escape. 
And  what  He  said  unto  Noah, 
he  says  to  YOU,  "  Come  thou, 
and  all  thy  house,  into  the 
ark." 
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Halt— Right  About! 


«  <^'VrHAT  is  this  Conversion  that  you 
talk  so  much  about,  and  say 
people  must  have  ?  "  asked  an 
officer  one  day  of  a  private  who 
was  an  earnest,  active  Christian. 

"Sir,"  was  the  reply,  "it  is  when  the 
Captain  of  our  Salvation  cries  ^HaltT 
and  then  when  we  halt,  it  is  *  Right  about 
face  ! '  " 

Conversion  is  more  than  "  theory,"  or 
"  head-knowledge,"  or  "  talk."  It  strikes 
deeper  than  the  skin:  it  influences  the 
heart. 

A  reformed  man  is  not  a  converted 
man. 

Conversion  is  not  a  beginning  to  amend 
or  trying  to  be  better,  but  is  a  great  cure 
done  at  once,  and  done  for  ever. 

An  earthly  doctor  cures  his  patients  by 
making  them  better  every  day,  but  con- 
version is  God's  work  on  man  that  trans- 
forms him  from  being  a  child  of  Satan, 
to  being  a  son  of  God. 

Conversion  is  a  turning  round,  a  being 
something  that  I  was  not  before,  a  think- 
ing differently  to  what  I  thought  before. 
It  is  having  a  new  motive  power,  new 
hopes,  desires,  relationships,  going  a  new 
road,  sailing  to  another  port,  having  a 
new  owner,  being  under  fresh  orders, 
having  another  paymaster,  fighting  under 
another  Captain.  Before,  it  was  self  for 
self.  Now,  it  is  self  for  God.  Before,  it 
was  justification  of  self.  Now,  it  is  con- 
demnation of  self  Before,  it  was  con- 
demnation by  God.  Now,  it  is  justifica- 
tion by  God.  Conversion  touches  the 
very  root  of  self,  and  is  a  revolution  of 
the  whole  being,  a  fundamental  change 
of  every  principle  of  life. 

A  truly  converted  person  will  be  able 
to  say : — 

Blind  I  was,  now  I  see ; 
Lame  I  was,  now  I  walk ; 
Dumb  I  was,  now  I  speak. 
12 


Spurning  the 
Remedy. 

^^     MAN    said    to   me  not    long  ago, 

^  ''Do  you  think  there  is  any  justice 
in  my  being  condemned  because  a 
man  sinned  six  thousand  years 
ago  ?  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it." 
Now  let  me  say,  there  will  be  no  one 
lost  on  account  of  Adam's  sin.  But  I 
hear  some  one  say,  "  That's  a  plain  con- 
tradiction. You  have  said  we  should  be, 
and  now  you  tell  me  we  shall  not  be." 

Let  me  see  if  I  can  illustrate  it.  Sup- 
pose I  am  dying  of  some  terrible  disease, 
say  consumption,  and  I  am  given  up  by 
the  physicians,  who  say  I  must  die.  But 
there  comes  a  man  whom  I  have  known 
for  years,  and  he  says,  "  You  are  a  dying 
man ! "  I  say  to  him,  "  I  know  it ;  I 
don't  want  any  one  to  tell  me  that."  He 
says  to  me,  "  But  there  is  a  remedy."  I 
say,  "  I  don't  believe  there's  any  remedy  ; 
I  have  tried  all  the  leading  physicians, 
and  they  say  there  is  no  hope." 

"  I  tell  you  there  is  a  remedy!  "  says 
he  ;  *'  twenty  years  ago  I  was  as  far  gone 
as  yourself,  and  I  was  given  up  by  all  the 
physicians  to  die,  but  I  took  that  medicine 
(and  he  holds  it  out  to  me),  and  it  cured 
me.  Listen  now — there  is  the  medicine, 
it  shall  not  cost  you  a  farthing ;  just  take 
it,  and  you  will  get  well."  But  I  do  not 
take  it,  though  I  have  every  reason  to 
believe  the  man  is  speaking  the  truth. 
To  be  sure  I  shall  die  of  consumption, 
but  that  is  not  the  reason  why  I  die ;  it 
is  because  I  spurn  the  remedy.  And  if 
men  die  eternally,  it  will  not  be  God's 
fault,  but  because  they  have  despised  the 
remedy.  They  are  not  lost  because  they 
are  sinners,  but  because  they  rejected  the 
Saviour. 

God's  own  words  are^  ''Come  now,  and 
let  us  reason  together,  saith  the  Lord  : 
though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall 
be  as  white  as  snow  ;  though  they  be  red 
like  crimson,  they  shall  be  as  wool." 
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"Past  Redemption 
Point." 

^^^piHB    Cliannel    waters    flowed 
^^^:    broad   and  deep,  uncleft  in 
l^^k;    their  entire  breadth  by  any 
■'■  human  arm.     Fired  with  am- 

bition to  do  what  none  had  done 
before,  and  conscious  of  muscular 
power,  the  celebrated  swimmer 
Webb  swam  those  twenty-five  miles, 
and  set  foot  on  the  coast  of  France. 
The  overruling  Providence  of  God 
guarded  him  from  unknown  dangers, 
sparing  him  a  little  longer  in  His 
long-suffering  mercy. 

Oft  in  the  water,  and  always  un- 
scathed, he  seemed  to  think  he  bore 
a  charmed  life ;  and  looking  at  the 
boiling  current  of  Niagara,  deter- 
mined to  risk  his  life  for  fame — fame 
that  never  yet  satisfied  any  yearning, 
human  heart — saying,  "  It's  all  luck, 
and  the  end,  I  don't  think  about 
that ;  I'm  going  to  take  my  chance." 
For  the  last  time,  though  he  knew 
it  not,  he  dressed  in  his  familiar 
swimming  garments,  and  took  the 
fatal  leap  into  the  angry,  whirling 
torrent,  rising  from  his  dive,  as  usual, 
to  float  and  strike  out,  but  the 
eddying  waters  had  him  as  a  straw 
in  their  giant  grasp,  and  hurled  him 
unseen  and  powerless  into  the  vortex 
he  had  so  madly  braved ;  lost  in 
sight  of  thousands  standing  in  safety 
round  him,  safe  themselves,  but  with 
no  power  to  help  him. 

On  the  shore  of  that  great  river 
is  a  rock  called  "  Past  Eedemption 
Point.'*      It    is    only    a    little    cape 

14 


jutting  into  the  water,  unnoticed  by 
travellers,  but  beyond  it  no  human 
being  has  ever  been  known  to  be 
saved.  On  one  side  is  life,  hope,  and 
salvation ;  on  the  other,  death, 
despair,  damnation;  and  only  such  a 
little  way  apart. 

In  the  everflowing  stream  of  life 
we  are  daily  drawing  nearer  the 
point  whence  no  traveller  returns  ; 
and  we  know  not  how  soon  we  may 
drift,  half  dreaming,  past  "  redemp- 
tion." That  whisper  in  the  heart 
to-day  of  a  text  learned  by  a  mother's 
knee  ;  that  wonderful  preservation  in 
a  moment  of  intense  danger; — that 
day  you  stood  by  an  open  grave  and 
looked  into  its  unfathomed  mysteries  ; 
— that  illness  that  drew  you  so  near 
the  Kingdom  of  God,  yet  not  inside  ; 
— oh  1  who  shall  say  when  the  Voice 
shall  plead  with  you  for  the  last 
time.  Can  you  tell  which  of  these 
circumstances  shall  be  the  "  Past 
Redemption  Point "  of  your  life  ? 
God  says,  "  My  Spirit  shall  not 
always  strive  with  men."  "  Quench 
not  the  Spirit." 

I  recollect  reading  of  one  who  was 
greatly  interested  in  the  welfare  of 
her  soul  ;  earthly  interests  super- 
vened ;  again  and  again  the  Spirit 
strove  with  her ;  again  and  again 
she  trifled,  and  smothered  the  still 
small  voice.  At  last  things  came 
to  a  climax,  but  she  did  not  yield, 
and  FROM  THAT  DAY  she  never  had  a 
desire  for  holy  things,  though  she  lived 
twenty  years  longer. 

"  If  thou  knewest,  even  thou, 
at  least  in  this  thy  day,  the  things 
that  belong  to  thy  peace !  but  now 
they  are  hid  from  thine  eyes." 
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"Admit  the  Bearer 
—A  Sinner." 

|0,    John,   you've    got    fairly 
into    the     kingdom.      You 
have    been    long    seeking, 
how    did    you    get    in    at 
last  ?  " 

**  Oh,  it  was  the  simplest  thing  in 
the  world  ;  it  was  just  by  presenting 
the  right  ticket.  I  held  it  out,  the 
door  was  opened,  and  I  was  in. 
And  the  strange  thing  is,  I  found 
that  the  ticket  of  admission  had  been 
in  my  possession  from  childhood,  and 
I  had  carried  it  in  my  breast  pocket 
for  the  last  twelve  months,  and  never 
had  the  sense  to  use  it." 

*'  That  is  strange,  Tor  you  were  so 
anxious  to  get  in.  What  kind  of  a 
ticket  was  it,  and  what  was  written 
on  it  ?  " 

*'  Why,  it  was  as  plain  a  ticket  as 
you  ever  bought  for  a  public  meeting  ; 
it  had  nothing  on  it  but  the  words, — 


"  ADMIT  THE  BEARER, 

A    SINNER." 

Luke  i8.  13,  14. 


"  Was  that  all  ?  "  "  Yes.  And 
what  kept  me  so  long  from  getting 
in  was,  that  I  always  added  something 
to  the  words  on  the  ticket,  when  I 
presented  it.  Whenever  the  Lord 
saw  anything  of  my  adding,  it  was 
refused.  The  first  time  I  went,  I 
wrote    at    the    bottom,    *  But    not    so 
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great  a  sinner  as  many  of  my  neigh- 
bours.' That  would  not  do,  so  I 
rubbed  it  out  and  put  down,  '  But 
is  dolrxg  the  best  he  can  to  improve.' 
That  would  not  do  either,  so  I  be- 
came more  anxious,  and  prayed  and 
wept  awhile,  and  then,  under  the 
words,  '  Admit  the  bearer,  a  sinner,' 
I  wrote,  *  Who  is  praying  and  weep- 
ing for  his  sins.'  Even  that  wouldn't 
do.  After  that  I  began  to  despair, 
and  wrote  down,  '  Too  great  a  sinner 
to  be  saved.'  That  only  made  mat- 
ters worse,  and  I  had  almost  given 
up,  when  I  looked  at  Christ  and 
heard  Him  say,  *  I  am  the  door  :  Dy 
Me  if  any  man  enter  in,  he  shall  be 
saved  '  (John  10.9),  and  *  Him  that  cometh 
to  Me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out ' 
(John 6. 37),  'And  ye  will  not  come  unto 
Me,  that  ye  might  have  life'  (Johns- 20), 
and  those  precious  words,  '  Whoso- 
ever will,  let  him  take  of  the  water 
of  life  freely  '  (Rev.  22. 17).  I  looked 
again  at  that  parable  of  the  Pharisee 
and  Publican,  and  saw  that  it  was 
simply  as  a  sinner  that  he  went  and 
was  justified.  He  did  not  make  his 
sins  too  great  to  be  forgiven,  nor 
too  Httle  to  need  forgiveness.  He 
went  just  as  he  was,  '  a  sinner,'  and 
trusting  to  the  promised  grace  of 
God,  he  went  down  to  his  house 
'justified.'  I  remembered  that  Jesus 
had  said,  '  I  came  to  call  sinners  to 
repentance,'  so  pulled  out  the  old 
ticket,  and  without  adding  a  word, 
presented  it.  It  was  accepted,  and 
I  entered." 

Reader  !  go  thou  and  do  likewise, 
and,  as  God  is  true,  thou  also  art 
justified. 
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"Warranted 
to  Remove  all  Stains." 

|:g^j^jk|S  I  Opened  my  door  one 
™^^  morning,  I  found  on  the 
l^l^l  steps  a  handbill  advertising 
a  wondrous  preparation  for 
the  removal  of  all  stains  in  cloth — 
''sure  to  do  it — never  known  to  fail." 
I  read  it,  and  thought  of  other  stains 
more  foul — stains  that  had  struck  into 
the  textures  of  life,  and  left  a  sorry 
mark  upon  soul  and  character — guilty 
stains.  Who  is  without  some  of  these  ? 

Oh,  what  effort  is  made  to  keep 
them  out  of  sight — cover  them  up — 
washing  "  with  nitre  !  "  But  the  spots 
stick  ;  they  will  not  out.  Much  man- 
agement may  keep  them  out  of 
others'  sight,  so  that  the  garment  of 
life  is  made  to  look  tolerably  respect- 
able ;  but  alas  !  they  glare  out,  and 
bring  discomfort  and  terror.  One's 
very  effort  to  conceal  them  often 
makes  them  the  more  prominent, — 
directs  attention  to  them. 

Now  what  a  sale  might  be  made 
of  some  mixture  that  would  "  take  out 
the  stains  of  sin."  What  a  market  it 
would  find ! 

Is  there  anything  that  will  do  it  ? 

Yes,  a  fountain,  and  "  sinners 
plunged  beneath  that  flood,  lose  all 
their  guilty  stains."         Near  ? 

Yes,  close  at  hand  ;  always  ac- 
cessible. Costly  "^ 

"  Without  money  and  without 
price."  None  so  poor  but  may  wash 
here  and  be  clean. 

Where  is  it  }     What  is  it  ? 

•*  The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  that 
cleanseth  from  all  sin."  Soul-stained, 
sin-defiled,  will   you  try    it  .'*     If  you 
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try  it,  you  will  find  to  your  joyful 
satisfaction  that  it  will  just  meet  your 
need — the  very  thing  you  want. 

The  voice  saith,  '*  Come  now,  and 
let  us  reason  together,  saith  the  Lord : 
though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they 
shall  be  as  white  as  snow  ;  though 
they  be  red  like  crimson,  they  shall  be 
as  wool."     This  is  what  God  says. 

Won't  you  come  to  that  fountain  ? 
Come  now,  and  you  will  sing,  "Happy 
day,  when  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away!" 


Ply  passport  to  IJIory. 

HEN,  in  the  darkness  of  the 
midnight  train,  the  con- 
ductor's lamp  is  seen  glim- 
mering from  carriage  to 
carriage,  does  he  hold  it  to  your  face 
to  learn  who  you  are,  in  order  to  be 
satisfied  of  your  right  to  proceed  ? 
No !  he  lets  its  light  fall  on  the  ticket 
which  you  hold  out  to  him,  and  if  that 
is  right,  you  are  right,  no  matter  who 
you  are — rich  or  poor,  rude  or  noble. 
So  Christ,  and  Christ  alone,  is  our 
passport  to  glory.  Never  can  we 
say,  Lord,  look  upon  me,  for  I  am 
holy — never  ;  but  upon  Christ,  who  is 
my  passport.  Unworthy  ?  Most 
assuredly  you  are.  And  if  you  live  to 
be  the  veriest  saint,  you  will  be  un- 
worthy still.  God  has  chosen  to  save 
you.  It  is  not  a  question  of  what  you 
deserve,  but  what  Christ  deserves. 
It  makes  all  the  difference  when,  in- 
stead of  putting  our  own  value  upon 
the  work  of  Christ,  and  accepting  it 
merely  as  meeting  our  need,  we  learn 
God's  estimate  of  that  work. 
**  Be  not  afraid,  only  believe." 
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Are  You  Waiting? 


A  YOUNG  man  was  once 
awakened  to  cry, 
"  What  must  I  do  to 
be  saved?"  He  went  to  a 
friend  who  was  a  profess- 
ing  Christian,  and  unbur- 
dening his  mind,  eagerly 
and  earnestly  besought  him 
to  tell  how  salvation  was 
to  be  obtained.  His  adviser 
declared  that  if  he  patiently 
waited,  in  "  God's  ow^n  time  " 
he  v\^ould  get  what  he  was 
in  quest  of. 

"  But  how  long  am  I  to 
w^ait?"  he  asked. 

"I  cannot  answer  that 
question,"  w^as  the  reply. 

Months  and  months 
passed  on.  He  "  waited," 
and  "  waited  "  ''  God's 
time."  His  agony  of  soul 
increased  and  grew  more 
intense.  At  last  he  resolved 
to  call  on  another  friend, 
and  seek  his  advice.  This 
person  told  him  that  instead 
of  "waiting,"  he  ought  to 
pray  earnestly  to  God  for 
pardon,  and  he  would  ob- 
tain it. 

"How  long  am  I  to  pray?" 
asked  the  anxious  inquirer. 

"  You  must  just  continue 
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praying,  and  in  due  time 
you  will  receive  it,"  was 
the  reply. 

He  prayed  earnestly,  and 
besought  God  to  give  him  sal- 
vation. For  years  he  con- 
tinued *'  striving  "  and 
"agonizing  in  prayer"  to 
God,  entreating  Him  to  be 
reconciled,  and  imploring 
Him  to  ''have  mercy"  on 
his  soul. 

At  the  end  of  three  years 
he  began  to  think  that  his 
friends  had  both  given  him 
wrong  advice,  and  resolved 
to  seek,  the  counsel  of  an- 
other earnest  Christian,  and 
see  how^  he  had  received 
the  forgiveness  of  his  sins. 
Having  told  what  his  other 
friends  had  said,  and  how^ 
he  had  been  "waiting"  and 
"praying,"  this  Christian 
pointed  him  to  God's  simple 
plan  of  salvation.  He 
shewed  that  all  the  time 
God  had  been  waiting,  and 
had  been  beseeching  him  to 
be  reconciled,  that  Jesus 
had  already  taken  his  place, 
died  in  his  stead,  satisfied 
the  law^  and  paid  his  debt. 
The  mistake  discovered,  he 
immediately  "  took  God  at 
His  w^ord,"  and  rejoiced  in 
the  liberty  which  the  truth 
alone  can  give. 
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Can  be  Done  while 
you  Read  This. 

BY     D.     L.     MQODY. 

THERE  must  be  a  decision 
arrived  at  before  you 
can  become  a  Chris- 
tian, and  that  can  be  done 
while  you  read  this.  You 
have  got  a  question  to  de- 
cide for  yourself,  which  no 
one  can  decide  for  you. 
*'  Are  you  saved  for  eter- 
nity?" I  may  wish  very 
much  to  go  to  Liverpool  to- 
night to  see  friends  who  sail 
to-morrow:  but  no  amount 
of  wishing  can  take  me  to 
Liverpool.  I  must  go  to  the 
station,  buy  a  ticket,  and  get 
into  the  train  if  I  am  to 
reach  that  city  and  see  my 
friends.  And  so  it  is  with 
you  about  your  soul.  Wish- 
ing will  not  save  you;  you 
must  believe  in  Christ  as 
your  Saviour,  and  decide  for 
Him.  The  responsibility  rests 
with  yourself.  When  Abra- 
ham's servant  went  to  fetch 
a  bride  for  his  master's  son 
from  the  far  country,  and 
they  wished  to  detain  him 
for  a  time,  even  after  he  had 


found  her,  he  said,  "  Hinder 
me  not."  But  they  thought 
it  was  too  bad  to  send  away 
Rebekah,  never  more,  per- 
haps, to  see  her  father  and 
mother,  and  to  go  away  \A^ith 
a  stranger  across  the  desert ; 
and  so  they  called  the  damsel 
and  put  on  her  the  respon- 
sibility, **Wilt  thou  go  with 
this  man?"  **And  she  said, 
I  will  go."     Prompt  decision. 

Reader,  **  Wilt  thou  go  with 
this  man?"  Wilt  thou  yield 
to  the  pleadings  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  and  decide  for  Christ  ? 
Why  not  decide?  You  have 
got  to  do  it  if  you  would  be 
saved. 

Be  like  Ruth,  who  said, 
*' Whither  thou  goest,  I  will 
go;  and  where  thou  lodgest, 
I  will  lodge:  thy  people  shall 
be  my  people,  and  thy  God 
my  God.  Where  thou  diest, 
will  I  die:  the  Lord  do  so  to 
me,  and  more  also,  if  ought 
but  death  part  thee  and  me." 

(Ruth  I.  i6,  17.) 


DECIDE  NOW, 
WHILE  YOU^ 
READ  THIS. 


I  take  Thee,  Lord 
Jesus,  to  be  my  Sa- 
viour.— Thou  didst 
take  my  place  at  Cal- 
vary, didst  die  in  my 
stead  as  my  Substitute; 
and  now,  realizing  that 
I  have  been  bought 
with  such  a  price,  I 
Lwant  to  live  for  Thee. 
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Why  are  Men  put 
into  Gaol? 

NOT  because  of  a 
life  of  wicked- 
ness, but  for 
some  one  wrong  act 
or  deed.  They  broke 
the  law  once,  and  per- 
haps only  for  a  few 
minutes;  but  for  that 
they  have  to  suffer  for 
months  or  years  after- 
wards. No  one  con- 
siders it  a  violation  of 
justice  so  to  punish. 
Men  are  punished 
by  God,  not  because 
they  have  led  a  wicked 
life,  but  for  one  sin— 
UNBELIEF— in  Christ. 
"  He  that  believeth  on 
Him  is  not  condemned, 
but  he  that  believeth 
not  is  condemned  al- 
ready." 


God  does  not  say, 
he  that  liveth  a  good 
life  here  shall  have 
eternal  life  hereafter ; 
but  He  plainly  shows 
that  a  person's  safety 
or  ruin,  turns  on  the 
aeeeptanee  or  rejec- 
tion of  Christ  Jesus,  the 
saerifiee  and  atone- 
ment that  He  has 
made. 

It  necessarily  fol- 
lows, however,  that  he 
who  accepts  Christ  has 
to  obey  Christ.  Faith 
in  Christ  is  proved 
by  works  for  Christ. 
Where  there  is  a  live 
root  we  expect  fruit. 

He  who  says  "1  be- 
lieve," and  yet  lives  in 
sin,  is  "a  liar,  and  the 
truth  is  not  in  him." 

"  Know  ye  not,  that  to  whom  ye  yield  your- 
selves servants  to  obey,  his  servants  ye  are  to 
whom  ye  obey ;  whether  of  sin  unto  death,  or 
of  obedience  unto  righteousness  ?  "  (Ro.  6,  16.) 
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What  is  it  to  Trust 
in  Jesus? 


SIR,"  said  a  doctor 
to  his  patient,  "  I 
want  to  know  what 
this  trusting  in  Jesus 
is;  you  say,  faith  in 
Jesus  brings  pardon 
of  sin,  and  peace ; 
what  is  this  believing 
and  getting  happiness. 
Can  you  tell  me  ?  " 

"Doctor,"  replied  the 
patient,  ' '  I  am  very 
ill  and  sick,  I  have  felt 
that  I  could  do  noth- 
ing, and  have  there- 
fore put  my  case  in 
your  hands ;  I  am 
trusting  to  you  to 
cure  me  and  make  me 
well.  Just  this  that 
I  am  doing  to  you, 
you  must  do  to  Jesus ; 
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this  is  exactly  what 
every  poor  sinner  must 
do  for  salvation ;— just 
trust  in  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Great 
Physician." 

"Is  that  all?"  ex- 
claimed the  doctor, 
"simply  trusting  in 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ ; 
I  see  it  as  I  never 
saw  it  before,  and  the 
meaning  of  the  words, 
'  whosoever  believeth 
in  Him  shall  not  per- 
ish, but  have  ever- 
lasting life.'  Yes,  He 
took  my  place  and  died 
in  my  stead  —  loved 
me  and  gave  Himself 
for  me.    So  simple." 

From  that  sick  bed 
the  doctor  went  away 
a  changed  and  happy 
man,  he  saw  Jesus  as 
his  Substitute. 
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"Stand  Where  the 
Fire  Has  Been." 

I  DRY  sunny  day  it  had  been, 
with  a  gentle  breeze,  and 
everything  was  going  on 
smoothly  in  the  log  hut ;  the 
small  patch  of  corn  in  front  had  been 
just  gathered. 

As  the  owners  of  the  land  gazed 
contentedly  over  the  long,  waving 
prairie  grass  for  some  miles,  they 
looked  upon  their  lot  in  life  with 
undisguised  satisfaction.  After  an 
unusually  hot  day,  the  breeze  had 
freshened. 

Suddenly  a  long,  dark  cloud  was 
seen  upon  the  horizon,  followed  al- 
most immediately  by  a  lurid  glare. 
Miles  and  miles  away  from  the  little 
settlement,  but  none  the  less  horrify- 
ing to  the  inhabitants,  who,  even  if 
they  had  never  seen  it  before,  could 
not  be  mistaken  in  the  awful  sight ; 
and  with  anxious  looks  the  word  went 
round,  '*  The  prairie's  on  fire!  "  Yes, 
there  it  was,  bearing  down  upon  them, 
coming  just  in  their  direction. 

All  soon  saw,  that  with  such  a  wind, 
which  had  now  increased  to  almost  a 
gale,  and  with  grass  and  prairie 
shrubs  very  dry  by  the  day's  hot  sun, 
their  narrow  fire-break  was  simply 
useless  before  such  a  furious  and 
galloping  fire — little  short  of  a  roaring 
furnace  coming  along  at  ten  to  fifteen 
miles  an  hour.  What  could  stem  it  ? 
Nothing — simply  nothing. 

Oh,  that  you,  reader,  could  just  be 
within  half  a  mile  of  it,  and  see  the 
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roaring  blaze  sweeping  along,  and  get 
a  view  of  the  flying  multitude  going 
before  it — a  run  for  life  indeed. 

You  would  never  forget  the  scene. 
Bear,  buffalo,  antelope,  and  every 
four-footed  animal — a  mixed  mob — 
a  terror-stricken  crowd,  alike  realizing 
the  value  of  life  in  the  face  of  certain 
death ;  to  prey  upon  each  other, 
never  entered  their  heads  in  the  face 
of  such  a  mighty  foe.  No  time  to 
think,  hardly  time  to  breathe.  What 
a  scene  !  Does  it  not  remind  you  of 
the  description  of  the  last  day  (Rev.  e.  ij), 
where  it  says,  -  '*  Kings  of  the  earth, 
great  men,  rich  men,  captains,  bond- 
men, and  freemen,"  a  terror-stricken 
crowd,  all  mixed  together,  "hid  them- 
selves in  dens  and  rocks."  If  ever 
you  see  that  scene,  you  will  know 
you  are  bey  or  d  hope.  Therefore 
haste  now  to  a  deliverer. 

Those  who  live  in  the  regions  of 
the  wild  prairies,  know  well  that  there 
is  only  one  way, — only  one  means  of 
salvation,  from  the  face  of  the  awful 
foe  we  have  just  been  describing. 
Thank  God,  there  is  one,  just  one 
way  of  escape,  and  this  is  given  to 
man  only  ;  no  animal  can  obtain  the 
deliverance.      Man  only. 

Is  it  so  ?  Can  a  man  save  himself 
from  one  of  those  awful  prairie  fires  } 

Yes,  in  this  way — a  man,  by  a 
match,  just  takes  some  of  the  same 
pursuing  element,  fire,  and  lights  the 
long  dry  grass  at  his  feet.  As  swiftly, 
this  new  fire  flies  ahead,  consuming- 
all  before  it ;  and,  before  the  great 
fire  comes  up,  he  just  walks  on  to  the 
blackened  ground,  where  all  has  al- 
ready been  consumed.  He  is  safe, 
quite  safe.     When  the  fire  comes  up 
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to  this  spot,  it  finds  nothing  left  to 
consume,  and  so  it  cannot  come  near 
him,  cannot  touch  him  ;  and  with 
him,  perhaps  thousands  of  poor 
animals,  almost  breathless,  rush  in 
there  and  stand  safe,  quite  safe ;  for 
the  fire  having  gone  over  that  place 
once,  cannot  again  do  so. 

Truly,  one  understands  the  oft-re- 
peated words,  "Stand  where  the  fire 
has  been." 

This  is  but  a  poor  picture  of  the 
Great  Day  when  the  terrible  fire  of 
God's  wrath  comes.  Yes,  and  it  is 
soon  coming  along.  Pity  you  may, 
the  one  who  is  not  then  "  standing 
where  the  fire  has  been." 

Simple  as  it  is  for  a  man  to  take  a 
match  and  light  the  grass  ahead  of 
him,  and  then  ''stand  where  the  fire 
has  been," — so  simple  is  it  to  shelter 
under  the  finished  work  of  Christ. 
God  spent  the  fire  of  His  judgment 
on  His  beloved  Son,  and  now  He  has 
pledged  a  present  and  eternal  security 
to  any  who  will  take  their  place  in 
Him,  tahe  refuge  in  the  One,  who 
bore  on  the  tree  the  sentence  for  us. 
''  God  so  loved  the  world,  that  He 
gave  His  only  begotten  Son,  that 
whosoever  believeth  in  Him  should 
not  perish,  but  have  everlasting  life." 
We  said,  *'  simple  "  it  is  to  trust  Christ 
and  shelter  beneath  His  precious  blood 
— but  only  by  the  Holy  Spirit  can  we 
appropriate  this  work  of  another  on 
our  behalf ;  and  yet  the  responsibility 
is  yours  if  you  now  neglect  this ;  for 
then  there  remains  but  one  alternative 
for  you,  and  that  is,  to  take  your  place 
in  the  condemned  crowd,  hiding  in 
dens  and  rocks. 

Think!— If  God's  wrath  has  fallen 
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upon  your  Substitute,  can  it  ever 
again  fall  upon  you  ?  Friend,  do 
''  stand  where  the  fire  has  been,"  and 
then  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  praise 
God  for  having  permitted  His  fiery 
judgment  to  pass  over  and  consume 
another,  and  to  love  and  live  for  Him, 
who  thus  took  your  place  and  died  in 
your  stead. 

I  Don't  Hope  at  All. 

ONE    day,    at   the  seaside,    as   I 
walked  with  a  respectable  and 
religious     farmer,     we     met     a 
fisherman,  to  whom  I  spoke,  asking  if 
his  sins  were  forgiven. 

*'  No,  they're  not,"  was  the  straight- 
forward reply. 

"  Oh,  but  1  hope  we're  all  forgiven," 
said  the  farmer. 

"  But  I  don't  hope  at  all,"  I  con- 
tinued. "I'm  sure  about  mine. 
Though,  like  you,  only  a  poor  un- 
worthy sinner,  I  trust  to  Jesus,  as 
having  paid  my  debt  when  He  died 
on  the  cross.  He  says,  '  He  that 
believeth  hath  everlasting  life,'  and  I 
just  take  Him  at  His  word.  Now 
let  me  make  this  plain.  If  a  gentle- 
man were  to  buy  a  boat,  and  give  it 
to  our  friend  here,  and  he  accepted  it, 
and  took  possession  of  it,  he  would 
not  say  that  he  hoped  to  have  a  new 
boat,  but  that  he  was  sure  he  had 
one.  Now  I  hope  to  enjoy  heaven, 
because  I  am  not  there  yet  ;  but  I  do 
not  hope  to  be  forgiven,  when  God 
tells  me  plainly  that  He  has  blotted 
out  my  sins  "  (isa.  44-  22). 
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Fire  if  You  Dare!" 


W 


E  do  not  remem- 
ber a  more  strik- 
ing illustration  of 
the  sheltering  value  of  the 
Saviour's  blood  than  the 
following  incident,  which 
occurred  some  few  years 
ago: — 

In  one  of  the  Spanish- 
speaking  towns  in  South 
America,  a  British  subject 
was  arrested  for  joining  in 
some  local  riot.  He  was 
condemned  to  be  shot,  and 
brought  out  before  a  file 
of  soldiers  for  that  purpose. 
Without  avail  the  British 
and  American  consuls  pro- 
tested against  the  act. 
Suddenly,  just  as  the  of- 
ficer was  about  to  give  the 
word  FIRE!  the  British 
consul  rushed  to  the  side 
of  the  condemned  man, 
wrapped  him  in  the  British 
"Union  Jack,"  and  cried, 
"FIRE  IF  YOU  DARE!" 
The  American  consul  also 


wrapped  around  him  the 
"Stars  and  Stripes,"  and 
stood  on  the  other  side. 
The  result  was  that  the 
arms  were  grounded,  and 
the  man  delivered  over  to 
the  British  protection. 

The  sinner  who  believes 
in  Jesus  is  saved  by  being 
covered  with  the  robe  of 
Christ's  righteousness;  for 
there  is  "no  condemnation 
to  them  which  are  in  Christ 
Jesus."  He  is  redeemed 
with  the  precious  blood  of 
Christ,  and  protected  as 
one  of  God's  children. 


WAGES  .^  GIFT. 

1^0  child  of  Adam  has 
-*-^  a  right  to  anything 
from  God  save  hell  for  his 
wages.  A  sinner  can  only 
have  eternal  life  as  a  "free 
gift"  from  God.  Alas! 
thousands  refuse  it,  too 
proud  to  be  saved  on 
God's  terms,  which  are — 
"free,  unmerited  favour." 
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Only  Two  Classes. 

THERE  were  two  classes 
in  the  day  of  Noah's 
flood,  those  who  were 
inside  the  ark,  and  those 
who  were  outside ; — two  in 
the  parable  of  the  gospel- 
net,  the  good  fish  and  the 
bad  ; — two  in  the  parable 
of  the  ten  virgins,  the  wise 
and  the  foolish ; — two  in 
the  account  of  the  judg- 
ment-day, the  sheep  and 
the  goats; — two  sides  of 
the  throne,  the  right  hand 
and  the  left; — two,  only 
two  abodes,  when  the  last 
sentence  is  passed, — only 
heaven  and  hell. 

Yes  HEAVEN,       -and  HELL. 

"What  are  these         •*  The  kings  of  the 

arrayed     in     white  earth,  and  the  great 

robes  ?  .  .  These  are  men,  and   the  rich 

they  which  came  out  men,  and  the  chief 

of  great  tribulation,  captains,    and    the 

and    have    washed  mighty    men,    and 

their     robes,      and  every  bondman,  and 

made    them    white  every  free  man,  hid 

in  the  blood  of  the  themselves    in   the 

Lamb.       Therefore  dens    and     in     the 

are  they  before  the  rocks ;  .  .  And  said 

r-hrone    of    God  ...  to    the   mountains, 

Tney shall hungerno  Fall  on  us,  and  hide 

more,  neither  thirst  us  from  the  wrath  of 

any  more."Rev.7.i3-i6.  the  Lamb,  "aev.e.is-ie. 
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Lost  in  the  Church 


STORY  is  told  of  a 
person  falling  asleep 
during  service  in  a  church, 
and  of  being  locked  in; 
then  waking  up  at  night 
and  dying  of  fright.  Ter- 
rible as  this  must  have 
been,  is  it  so  bad  as  a  soul 
being  lost  in  the  church  ? 
being  a  church  member, 
but  lost ;  attending  prayer 
meetings,  one  of  the  choir, 
perhaps, — but  lost ;  chris- 
tened, baptized,  confirmed, 
a  partaker  of  the  com- 
munion,— but  lost!  IN  the 
church,  but  not  OF  it;- 
yes  more,  the  name  on  the 
church  roll  book,  but  not 
in  the  Lamb's  Book  of 
life;  even  a  warden, — a 
deacon, — or  an  elder,  but 
^aost;'"LostinaChurch!" 


God  says,  "Because  I  have  called, 
and  ye  refused ;  I  have  stretched  out  My 
hand,  and  no  man  regarded  ;  but  ye  have 
set  at  nought  all  My  counsel,  and  would 
none  of  My  reproof :  I  also  will  laugh  at 
your  calamity ;  I  will  mock  when  your 
fear  cometh  "  (Pro v.  1.  24). 
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The  French  Nobleman 
and  the  Physician. 


FEW  years  ago  a  French  noble- 
man came  to  this  country  labour- 
ing under  an  extraordinary 
depression  of  spirits.  He  came 
to  consult  an  eminent  physician, 
who  devoted  himself  especially  to  the 
treatment  of  diseases  of  the  mind. 

The  Count  was  a  man  of  wealth  as  well 
as  of  rank.  Beloved  in  his  family,  and 
esteemed  by  his  friends,  his  cup  seemed 
to  run  over.  But  was  he  happy  ?  No  ;  for, 
strange  as  it  may  appear,  a  deep  gloom 
hung  over  his  spirits,  which  neither  the 
charms  of  a  happy  family  circle  nor  the 
important  duties  of  public  life  could  dispel. 

His  friends  became  much  alarmed  on 
his  account,  and  by  their  advice  he  con- 
sulted various  medical  men.  They  recom- 
mended him  change  of  air  and  scene,  baths, 
music,  company.  He  tried  all,  but  in 
vain. 

Just  at  this  juncture  an  intimate  friend 
advised  him  to  go  to  England,  and  consult 
the  above-mentioned  physician.  To  this 
he  willingly  assented,  and  before  many 
days  had  passed,  he  was  seated  with  the 
doctor  in  his  study.  Having  put  a  num- 
ber of  questions  to  him,  the  doctor,  after 
a  most  careful  examination,  said,  "  There 
is  nothing  wrong  with  you,  sir.  I  can  find 
nothing  in  the  state  of  your  system  to 
account  for  the  melancholy  of  which  you 
complain." 

"This  is  strange,"  said  the  patient, 
"  This  depression  of  spirits  endangers  my 
reason.     Do,  doctor,  help  me,  if  you  can." 

"  Perhaps  an  inordinate  ambition  may 
have  to  do  with  it  ?  " 

"  No,  I  have  no  desire  for  great  things. 
I  am  in  the  position  just  suited  to  my 
tastes  and  wishes." 

"  Some  family  trouble  or  bereavement  ?  " 

"  No,  doctor  ;  peace  and  love  reign  in  my 
family,  and  my  circle  is  unbroken." 
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"  Have  you  any  enemies  ?  " 

"  Not  that  I  am  aware  of." 

"  What  subject  most  frequently  occupies 
your  thoughts  ?  " 

"  You  are  approaching  a  matter  which  I 
hardly  like  to  speak  of,  doctor.  I  am  a 
sceptic,  and  the  ceremonies  of  religion  are, 
in  my  view,  as  repugnant  to  common  sense 
as  its  mysteries  are  to  reason.  I  do  not 
believe  in  revelation,  and  yet,  I  must  con- 
fess, one  of  its  dogmas  haunts  me  like  a 
spectre.  I  try  to  persuade  myself  that  it 
is  the  result  of  a  disordered  state  of  the 
brain  ;  but  yet  my  mind  is  continually  oc- 
cupied with  it." 

"  Will  you  tell  me  what  it  is  ?  " 

"  A  vision  of  the  last  judgment  is  con- 
stantly present  to  my  mind.  The  end  of 
all  things  seems  to  have  come.  There  is 
One  seated  on  the  throne  whose  look  of 
stern  justice  terrifies  me.  I  try  to  escape 
from  His  penetrating  glance.  Every 
moment  I  expect  to  hear  the  awful  words : 
*  Depart  from  Me,  ye  cursed,  into  ever- 
lasting fire.' " 

"What  makes  you  fear  such  a  sen- 
tence ?  " 

"  Well,  in  the  eyes  of  men  my  life  is 
deemed  irreproachable,  but  in  the  presence 
of  such  dazzling  glory — such  spotless 
purity — my  very  best  actions  appear  black, 
hideous.     I  feel  guilty,  condemned." 

"Is  that  what  causes  the  melancholy  of 
which  you  complain  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  so.  This  terrible  vision  is 
always  before  me." 

"  I  have  by  me  an  old  book,  which  con- 
tains a  remedy  for  your  disease,"  said  the 
doctor,  with  confidence,  as  he  turned  to 
his  bookcase  and  took  down  a  book,  which 
bore  the  marks  of  frequent  use.  He  turned 
over  a  few  pages,  and  then  handing  the 
book  to  his  patient,  he  requested  him 
to  read  aloud  the  lines  to  which  he 
pointed. 

He  read  as  follows  :■— 

-  "  W/to  hath  believed  our  report  ? 
and  to  whom  is  the  arm  of  the  Lord 
revealed  f' 
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-  "  He  is  despised  and  rejected  of  men  ; 
a  man  of  sorrows,  and  acquainted  with 
grief;  a7td  we  hid  as  it  were  our  faces 
from  Him  :  He  was  despised,  and  we 
esteemed  Him  not.'' 

"  Of  whom  do  these  verses  speak  ?  "  said 
the  Count. 

"Of the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  God's  Son, 
whom  He  sent  into  the  world,  that  by 
His  death  He  might  make  atonement  for 
sin." 

-  "  Surely  He  hath  borne  our  griefs, 
and  carried  our  sorrows  :  yet  we  did 
esteem  Him  stricken,  smithn  of  God, 
and  afflicted. 

'^  But   He   was  wounded  for  our 
transgressions.  He  was  bruised  for  our 
iniquities :    the    chastisement    of  our 
peace  was  upon  Him  ;  and  zvith  His 
stripes  we  are  healed.     All  we  like 
sheep  have   gone    astray ;    we    have 
turned  every  one  to  his  own  way  ;  and 
the  Lord  hath  laid  on  Him  the  iniquity 
of  us  alir 
"  What  does  that  mean,  doctor  ?  " 
"  That  the  Son  of  God  took  the  sinner's 
place,  and  bore  the  punishment  due  to  the 
sinner." 

"  Is  it  possible,  doctor  ?  The  guiltless 
dies  for  the  guilty  ?  " 

"  Read  on  a  little  further." 

-  "  He  was  oppressed,  and  He  was 
afflicted;  yet  He  opened  not  His 
mouthy 

"  Because  He  stood  there  as  the  willing 
substitute." 

-  "  He  is  brought  as  a  lamb  to  the 
slaughter,  and  as  a  sheep  before  her 
shearers  is  dumb,  so  He  openeth  not 
His  mouthy 

"  He  gave  up  His  life  as  a  ransom  for 
me.     He  took  the  sinner's  place.     I  see  it." 

-  "  He  was  taken  from  prison  and 
from  judgment :  and  who  shall  declare 

His  generation  ?  for  He  was  cut  off 
out  of  the  land  of  the  living  :  for  the 
transgression  of  my  people   was  He 
stricken^ 
"  There  it  is  again,  doctor.     I  see  it  as 


clearly  as  possible  ! — justified  by  the  death 
of  another !  What  love  in  God  !  What 
love  in  His  Son  !  I  cannot  longer  fear  the 
judgment.  Christ  has  been  judged  for  me. 
I  see  it  now." 

"  If  you  believe  in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
He  Himself  tells  you  you  have  everlasting 
life.     Read  it  for  yourself." 

—  "  Verily,  verily^  I  say  unto  you,  He 

that  heareth  My  word,  and  believeth 

on  Him  that  sent  Me,  hath  everlasting 

life''  (John  5.  24). 

The  Count  received   the  truth  then  and 

there,  and  left  the  doctor's  study  a  different 

man.     Returning  home  with  a  heart  filled 

with   gratitude,  he  desired   henceforth   to 

live  to  the  glory  of  Him  who  loved  him 

and  gave  Himself  for  him. 


A  Silent  Visitor. 

THEY  were  all  busy  in  the  foundry  that 
afternoon,  when  suddenly  a  visitor 
arrived.  No  one  saw  him  come,  no  one  heard 
him  go,  yet  all  held  their  breaths  when  he 
had  gone,  for  a  fellow-workman  had,  with- 
out uttering  a  sound,  fallen  lifeless  to  the 
ground.  That  silent  visitor  was  DEATH. 
He  brought  a  summons  abruptly,  not  even 
asking  if  that  man's  day's  work  were  done, 
nor  if  he  were  ready  or  willing  to  go. 

During  the  preceding  week  another 
foundry  in  the  same  town  was  similarly 
visited.  As  a  man  was  loading  a  cart  with 
a  companion  beside  him,  though  apparently 
in  good  health,  he,  too,  dropped  dead.  Syn- 
cope, the  doctors  said,  in  both  cases  ;  but 
who  stopped  their  breath  ?  The  God  who 
gave  it.  And  may  not  Death,  as  in  these 
two  cases,  as  suddenly  lay  his  icy  hand  on 

you? 

God  says,  "  Be  ye  also  ready." 


Vf^ — J^ XM 
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TOO  CHEAP. 


A  PREACHER  of  the 
Gospel  had  gone  down 
into  a  coal  mine,  dur- 
ing the  noon  hour,  to  tell 
the  miners  of  that  grace  and 
truth  which  came  by  Jesus 
Christ.  After  telling  them 
the  simple  story  of  God's 
love  to  lost  sinners— man's 
state,  and  God's  remedy— 
a  full  and  free  salvation 
offered,— the  time  came  for 
the  men  to  resume  w^ork, 
and  the  preacher  came  back 
to  the  shaft,  to  ascend  to 
the  world  again.  Meeting 
the  foreman,  he  asked  him 
what  he  thought  of  God's 
way  of  salvation  ?  The 
man  replied  : 

"  Oh,  it  is  too  cheap  ;  I 
cannot  believe  in  such  a  re- 
ligion as  that! " 

Without  an  immediate 
answer  to  his  remark,  the 
preacher  asked : 

"How  do  you  get  out  of 
this  place?" 

"  Simply  by  getting  into 
the  cage,"  was  the  reply. 

"  And  does  it  take  long  to 
get  to  the  top?" 

"Oh,  no;  only  a  few  se- 
conds! " 

"Well,  that  certainly  is 
very  easy  and  simple.  But 
do  you   not    need    to    help 
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raise    yourself?"    said   the 
preacher. 

''Of  course  not!"  replied 
the  miner.  "  As  I  have  said, 
you  have  nothing  to  do  but 
get  into  the  cage." 

"  But  what  about  the  peo- 
ple who  sunk  the  shaft,  and 
perfected  all  this  arrange- 
ment ;  w^as  there  much 
labour,  care,  thought,  and 
expense  about  it?" 

"  Indeed,  yes ;  that  was 
a  laborious  and  expensive 
work.  The  shaft  is  eighteen 
hundred  feet  deep,  and  it 
w^as  sunk  at  great  cost  to 
the  proprietor ;  but  it  is  our 
only  way  out,  and  without 
it  we  should  never  be  able 
to  get  to  the  surface." 

*' Just  so.  And  when 
God's  word  tells  you  that 
whosoever  believeth  on  the 
Son  of  God  hath  everlasting 
life,  you  at  once  say,  '  Too 
cheap ! '— '  Too  cheap  ! '  for- 
getting that  God's  w^ork  to 
bring  you  and  others  out  of 
the  pit  of  destruction  and 
death,  was  accomplished  at 
a  vast  cost,  the  price  being 
the  death  of  His  Son." 

Men  talk  about  the  "help 
of  Christ "  in  their  salvation 
—that  if  they  do  their  part, 
Christ  will  do  His;  forget- 
ting, or  not  seeing,  that  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  by  Him- 
self purged  our  sins,  and 
that  their  part  is  but  to 
accept  what  has  been  done. 
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\\$  Christian's  Creed. 

I  BELIEVE, ''  God  is  love.'' 
That- *' herein  is  love,  not 
that  we  loved  God,  but  that 
He  loved  us,  and  sent  His  Son 
to  be  the  propitiation  for  our 

sins  ''  (IJohn  4.  8. 10). 

That-  ''God  so  loved  the 
•world,  that  He  gave  His  only 
begotten  Son,  that  ^vhosoever 
believeth  in  Him  should  not 
perish,  but  have   everlasting 

life  "    (Johns.  16). 

That- "  God  sent  not  His 
Son  into  the  world  to  con- 
demn the  ^vorld ;  but  that  the 
w^orld  through  Him  might  be 

saved  "   (Johns.  17). 

That-  "  God  was  in  Christ, 
reconciling  the  world  unto 
Himself,  not  imputing  their 
trespasses  unto  them  "  (2Cor.5.i9). 

That-**  He  is  the  propitiation 
for  our  sins ;  and  not  for  ours 
only,  but  also  for  the  sins  of 
the  \vhole  world  "  a  John  2. 2). 

That-  Christ  **hath  borne 
our  griefs  and  carried  our 
sorrows  "  (i8a.53.4). 

That-**  the  Lord  hath  laid  on 
Him  the  iniquity  of  us  all "  o 

That-**  with  His  stripes  we 
are  healed  "  dsa.  53. 6). 

That-**  when  we  w^ere  ene- 
mies w^e  were  reconciled  to 
God    by    the    death    of    His 

Son  "  (Rom.  5.  10). 

That- God  **  hath  reconciled 
us  to  Himself  by  Jesus  Christ " 

(2  Cor.  5.  18). 

**  That-  through  this  man  is 
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preached  unto  you  the   for- 
giveness of  sins''  (Acts  13.  38). 

That-  '^by  Him  all  that 
believe  are  justified  from  all 
things  "  (Acta  13. 39). 

That- "ye  who  sometimes 
were  far  off  are  made  nigh 
by  the  blood  of  Christ ''  (Eph.  2.13). 

That-  He  hath  made  "recon- 
ciliation for  the  sins    of   the 

people  ''    (Heb.2.17). 

That-"Christ  hath  redeemed 
us  from  the  curse  of  the  law '' 

(Gal.  3.  13). 

That-"  w^e  have  redemption 
through  His  blood,  even  the 
forgiveness  of  sins  "  (coi.  i.h). 

That-Christ  has  "obtained 
eternal    redemption    for   us '' 

(Heb.  9.  12). 

That-  "  He  loved  ME,  and 
gave  Himself  for  ME  ''  (Gai.  2. 20). 

That-  "  the  blood  of  Jesus 
Christ  His  Son  cleanseth  us 
from  all  sin  ''  (uohm.r). 

That-  "there  is  therefore 
now  no  '  condemnation  to 
them    ^vhich    are    in    Christ 

Jesus''    (Rom.  8.1). 

That-"  he  that  believeth  on 
the     Son      hath     everlasting 

life  "   (John  3.  36). 

That-  "Christ  was  once 
offered  to  bear  the  sins  of 
many:  and  unto  them  that 
look  for  Him  shall  He  appear 
the  second  time,  ^vithout  sin, 
unto  salvation  "  (Heb.  9. 28). 

"  That-  if  our  earthly  house 
of  this  tabernacle  v/ere  dis- 
solved, we  have  a  building 
of  Go(d,  an  house  not  made 
with  hands,  eternal  in  the 
heavens  "  (2Cor.5.i). 
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NOT  FOR  ME." 

A   TRUE    INCIDENT. 


ITHOUT  money,  and  without 
price  !  "  Such  are  the  terms  on 
which  God  offers  to  all  the  gift 
of  eternal  life.  Wonderful  mes- 
sage of  love  !  yet  more  wonder- 
ful how  few  will  take  it  on  these  terms. 

An  incident  which  happened  a  short  time 
ago,  will  illustrate  my  meaning. 

A  friend  of  the  poor  was  often  known  to 
order  a  quarter  of  a  ton  of  coals  to  be  taken 
to  persons  whom  he  knew  to  be  in  distress. 
The  weather  was  very  severe  one  winter, 
the  snow  lying  thick  on  the  ground,  and 
the  kind  donor  rejoiced  to  think  what 
warmth  and  comfort  his  gift  would  bring 
to  many  hearts  and  homes. 

The  coal  cart  drew  up  opposite  a  poor 
desolate-looking  cottage,  and  the  coalman 
knocked  at  the  door,  and  told  the  old  man 
within  that  he  had  brought  him  some  coals. 

"  Who  from  ?  " 

"  Don't  know,"  says  the  man,  "  but  I  was 
told  to  bring  'em  here,  and  here  they  are." 

"  It's  a  mistake  ;  they're  not  for  me," 
answered  the  old  man.  "  No  such  luck  for 
me — I've  no  friend  to  send  me  coals  for 
nothing." 

"  Nay,  but  they're  for  the  man  as  lives 
at  the  dyke.     Ain't  that  you  ?  " 

"  That's  me,  sure  enough  ;  but  there's  a 
mistake  ;  it's  some  other  dyke,  maybe." 

"  Nonsense,  man  ;  take  'em,  and  be 
thankful.  I  can't  stay  here  all  day  talk- 
ing  !  " 

"  Take  'em  away  then  :  they're  not  for 
me,  and  I  won't  have  anything  to  do  with 
'em."  And  he  shut  the  door  with  a  bang, 
and  returned  to  his  desolate  hearth.  The 
cart  rolled  away,  taking  in  it  the  gift  that 
was  intended  for  the  old  man. 

The  next  day  the  same  cart  was  seen 
drawn  up  opposite  a  low  court  in  the  town, 
and  the  same  man,  with  a  quarter  of  a  ton 
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of  coals,  knocking  at  one  of  the  doors. 
"  I've  brought  you  some  coals,"  he  says 
cheerfully  ;  "  where  shall  I  put  'em  ?  " 

"  They're  not  for  me,"  answered  the  man 
who  opened  the  door ;  "  you've  made  a 
mistake." 

"  It's  no  mistake,"  says  the  coalman. 
"  See,  here's  the  order  : — No.  24,  quarter  of 
a  ton  of  coals.    Now,  that's  clear,  ain't  it  ?  " 

"  That's  my  number,  certainly,"  replied 
the  other  ;  "  but  these  coals  ain't  mine,  and 
I  can't  take  'em  in.  They  must  be  for 
some  one  else  !  " 

"  Well,"  says  the  man  with  the  coals, 
scratching  his  head  with  a  puzzled  look, 
"  these  coals  beat  me ;  they're  more  trouble 
than  enough.  One  would  think  I  was 
bringing  yer  poison.  Here  comes  a  nice 
present  of  coals,  and  yer  clean  refuse  to 
take  'em.  But  leave  'em  I  shall  ;  for 
yesterday,  I  took  'em  away  from  a  house, 
and  got  into  trouble  for  it.  So,  if  yer 
don't  cfpen  yer  cellar  door,  I  shall  chuck 
'em  down  here  by  yer  doorstep." 

Thus  pressed,  the  man  at  last  opened 
his  cellar  door,  saying,  "  You'll  soon  be 
back  to  fetch  'em,  I  guess,  so  I  won't  set 
too  much  store  by  'em.  But  if  they're  for 
me,  I'm  sure  I'm  much  obliged." 

One  more  house  in  that  court  the  coal- 
man visits  with  his  load,  and  knocking  at 
the  door,  tells  the  woman  he  has  brought 
her  some  coals. 

"  For  me  ?  "  she  says  ;  "  oh,  it  can't  be 
true,  they  must  be  for  some  one  else." 

"  No,  mum,  here's  your  number,  plain 
enough  : — No.  8,  quarter  of  a  ton  of  coals." 

"  So  it  is  !  Well,  then,  I  suppose  God 
has  sent  'em  to  me,  for  no  one  else  knows 
that  the  last  bit  of  coal  is  on  the  fire  now, 
and  that  I  didn't  know  where  to  get  any 
more.  Bring  them  in.  It  must  be  God 
who  has  sent  'em,  and  I  must  thank  Him." 

"  Perhaps  you'd  better,"  is  the  man's 
short  answer ;  but  to  himself  he  adds, 
"  She's  the  only  sensible  one  of  the  lot ; 
the  rest  are  fools  for  their  pains." 

"  Fools  for  their  pains  !  "  How  many 
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such  fools  there  are  in  the  world  !  "  God 
so  loved  the  world,  that  He  gave  His  only 
begotten  Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in 
Him  should  not  perish,  but  have  everlast- 
ing life  "  (John  3. 16),  *'  the  gift  of  God  "  (Rom.  4. 23). 
Yet,  though  God  offers  to  each  one  the 
free  gift  of  eternal  life,  we  too  often  act  like 
these  poor  cottagers  with  the  coals.  Some, 
like  the  old  man,  refuse  it  altogether. 
"  It's  not  for  me,  take  it  elsewhere ;  "  and 
they  send  away  the  messenger  who  brings 
the  good  news.  Others,  like  the  man  at 
No.  24,  are  afraid  to  take  the  gift ;  and 
they  need  much  persuasion  and  many  in- 
vitations to  induce  them  to  believe  that  the 
glad  tidings  are  for  them.  "  Come,  for  all 
things  are  now  ready  "  (Luke  14. 17) ;  "  Take  the 
water  of  life  freely  "  (Rev.  22. 17).  These  loving 
words  have  to  be  repeated  again  and  again. 

But  again,  some,  like  the  woman  who 
had  come  to  the  end  of  her  coals,  having 
found  out  their  need,  just  accept  the  gift 
of  life  eternal  with  a  "  thank  you  "  to  the 
giver  of  it.  At  first  it  seemed  too  good  to 
be  true,  but  when  she  saw  the  order  with 
her  own  mi7nber,  she  believed  and  rejoiced. 
So,  when  first  the  good  news  of  a  free 
pardon  through  Christ  reaches  the  heart  of 
such  an  one,  it  seems  too  good  to  be  true, 
but  when  he  reads  the  words,  "  Whosoever 
will,"  and  again,  "  Jesus  Christ  came  into 
the  world  to  save  sinners"  he  hesitates  no 
longer.  That  word  sinner  includes  him  ; 
and  so,  feeling  his  poverty  and  need,  he 
takes  God  at  His  word,  accepts  Christ 
Jesus  as  the  free  gift  of  God,  and  thanks 
Him  for  His  great  love  in  giving  him  such 
a  Saviour. 

The  coals  were  paid  for  by  the  donor  ; 
so  our  salvation  has  been  bought  with  a 
price,  even  with  the  precious  blood  of  the 
Son  of  God,  "  Who  gave  Himself  a  ransom 

for  all  "  (i  Timothy  2.  6). 

Have  you  accepted  this  free  gift,  and  if 
so,  are  you  showing  your  gratitude  by  a 
life  spent  for  the  One  who  died  in  your 
stead  ? 
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The  Substitute. 


NCE  when  I  was  teacher  in  a 
large  school,  I  had  to  reprove  a 
pupil  for  inattention  and  dis- 
I  obedience.  My  words  failing  to 
produce  an  effect  upon  him,  I  was 
obliged  to  resort  to  punishment,  and  ac- 
cordingly I  told  him  to  stand  for  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  in  a  corner  of  the  schoolroom. 

As  he  was  going,  a  boy  came  to  me  and 
requested  that  I  would  allow  him  to  take 
the  place  of  the  lad  who  had  offended. 
This  request  surprised  me  a  good  deal ; 
however,  I  contented  njiyself  with  observing 
that  if  I  granted  his  request,  he  should  pass 
the  whole  of  the  time  in  the  corner,  "  and," 
I  added, "  a  quarter  of  an  hour  is  very  long, 
when  one  must  spend  it  in  punishment." 
These  words  did  not  shake  him.  I  then 
pointed  out  to  him  the  disgrace  which  at- 
taches to  a  child  who  undergoes  punish- 
ment, telling  him  that  to  all  visitors  who 
might  enter  the  school,  he  would  appear  a 
naughty  boy.  Nothing,  however,  changed 
his  purpose,  and  I  allowed  him  to  take  his 
companion's  place  in  the  corner. 

When  the  quarter  of  an  hour  had  ex- 
pired, I  released  the  little  boy,  and  asked 
him  if  it  was  his  companion  who  had 
induced  him  to  take  his  place. 

"  No,  sir,"  he  replied. 

"  Do  you  not  think  that  he  deserved  to 
be  punished  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  he  deserved  it." 

"  What,  then,  has  led  you  to  bear  this 
punishment  in  his  place  ?  " 

"  Sir,  it  is  because  I  love  him." 

The  other  children  had  listened  with 
deep  attention  to  this  conversation.  I 
then  called  the  disobedient  boy,  and  raised 
the  question  if  I  ought  not  to  punish  him, 
even  though  his  friend  had  been  punished. 

In  a  moment  there  was  almost  a  clamour 
of  protestations.  A  multitude  of  voices 
cried  out,  "  Oh,  sir,  that  would  not  be 
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right !  that  would  not  be  right !  " — "  nor 
just,"  added  one. 

'*  Why  would  it  not  be  just  ?  "  replied  I. 
"  Has  not  your  schoolfellow  disobeyed  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  but  you  have  allowed  Brown 
to  be  punished  in  his  place  ;  you  should 
not  therefore  punish  him." 

"  Does  what  has  just  happened  recall 
to  your  minds  that  the  Lord  Jesus  bore  the 
punishment  of  our  sins  ?  " 

"Paul  says,  'The  Son  of  God,  Who 
loved    Me,   and   gave    Himself   for    me ' " 

(Gal.  2.  20). 

"  God  can  never  punish  any  sinner  who 
believes  in  Jesus  Christ  as  his  Saviour." 

"JOHM  THREE  SIXTEEM." 


HERE  was  once  a  boy,  a  wan- 
J:|  dering  city  arab,  homeless, 
houseless,  friendless.  From 
y  childhood  to  boyhood  he  had 
been  sinking  into  lower  depths  of  misery, 
and  it  was  ending  in  his  becoming  the 
associate  of  thieves.  Weariness  and  terror 
often  made  him  long  for  something  else  ; 
but  he  was  alone,  hungry,  and  forlorn, 
and  so  he  was  becoming  the  slave  of 
wicked  men. 

One  dark  cold  night  in  November,  he 
was  awaiting  his  accomplices  ;  the  hour 
had  not  yet  struck  when  the  evil  deed 
should  take  place — they  had  planned  to 
commit  a  burglary  in  a  house  where  the 
boy  kept  watch.  The  moon  gleamed  forth 
at  intervals  from  the  heavy  clouds,  and 
the  robbers  must  wait  until  all  was  dark 
before  they  could  attain  their  wicked  pur- 
poses. 

Brighter  and  brighter  the  moon  shone 
forth  —  so  bright  that  it  cast  a  dark 
shadow  on  the  boy's  path  as  he  hid  himself 
behind  the  portico  of  the  house. 

Some  one  was  there  !     Was  it  one  of  the 
thieves,  to  see  if  he  were  there  ?     Was  it 
the  police,  aware  of  their  evil  intentions  ? 
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No  !  A  voice,  not  unkind,  but  with  com- 
mand in  its  tone,  inquired  : 

"  Boy !  what  are  you  doing  here  so  late  ? 
Go  home,  and  go  to  bed  ;  lads  like  you 
have  no  business  in  the  streets  at  such  an 
hour  as  this  !  Go  home !  "  he  repeated,  as 
the  boy  did  not  move. 

"  I  have  no  home  to  go  to — no  bed," 
replied  the  young  arab,  and  his  voice 
trembled. 

"  Poor  fellow,"  said  the  stranger  compas- 
sionately ;  "  would  you  go  to  a  home  and 
a  bed  if  I  procured  you  one  ?  " 

"  That  I  would,  gladly,"  replied  the  boy, 
as  the  cold  north-east  wind  swept  over  his 
shivering  frame,  and  carried  the  clouds 
away,  so  that  the  full  light  fell  on  the  face 
of  a  gentleman,  whose  kindly  smile  shone 
brighter  and  warmer  than  moonlight  on  the 
wanderer.  He  gave  the  name  of  the  street 
and  the  number,  and  the  lad  was  hurrying 
ofif,  when  the  gentleman  recalled  him. 

"  But  how  are  you  going  to  get  in,  my 
boy  ?  You  must  have  a  pass-ticket,  as 
well  as  an  invitation,  before  you  can  be 
admitted.  Take  this ;  this  is  for  you. 
Can  you  read  ?  " 

"  No,"  replied  the  lad  sadly.  "  I  never 
learned." 

"Well,  remember  on  this  ticket  is,  'John 
Three  Sixteen.'  Repeat  it  after  me : 
*  John — Three — Sixteen.' " 

He  eagerly  repeated  it. 

"  Now  do  not  forget  this  is  to  give 
you  a  home  and  a  bed,  and  is  to  do  you 
good." 

Off  ran  the  lad  with  his  precious  ticket, 
repeating  his  lesson  without  a  moment's 
cessation,  until  he  arrived  breathlessly  at 
the  street  door  of  the  house  indicated  to 
him.  He  rang  the  bell  fearlessly,  for  had 
not  that  kind  friend  told  him,  that  John 
Three  Sixteen  would  procure  him  a  home 
and  a  bed,  and  do  him  good  ?  The  night- 
porter  opened  the  door,  and  in  a  gruff  voice 
inquired,  "  Who's  there  ?  " 

"  It's     me,    please,"     gasped    the     boy. 
"  Please,  sir,  I'm  John  Three  Sixteen." 
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"  All  right ! "  responded  the  porter  ; 
"  that's  the  pass  for  to-night.     Come  in." 

The  poor  fellow  soon  found  himself  in  a 
comfortable  bed,  his  heart  running  over 
with  gratitude  for  the  shelter  not  only  from 
the  cold  night  wind,  but  from  his  evil  com- 
panions, and  again  and  again  he  repeated, 
"  I'll  always  be  John  Three  Sixteen — it  be 
so  lucky." 

He  slept  soundly  until  the  morning, 
when  he  reluctantly  left  the  place  which 
had  so  wonderfully  afforded  him  rest,  food, 
and  shelter  solely  on  the  strength  of  his 
new  name. 

He  was  again  on  the  streets.  Who 
knows  how  soon  his  evil  associates  would 
have  enticed  him  to  be  again  a  partner  of 
their  evil  deeds,  had  not  the  Hand, 
"  mighty  to  save,"  snatched  him  from  the 
mouth  of  the  pit.  In  crossing  a  crowded 
thoroughfare  he  was  run  over  by  a  cart, 
and  carried  to  the  nearest  hospital.  Before 
taking  him  into  the  ward  he  was  asked  : 

"  Are  you  a  Protestant  or  Romanist  ?  " 
He  did  not  understand  anything  about 
that ;  he  only  knew  he  was  John  Three 
Sixteen. 

"  Well,"  said  the  warder,  "  he's  very  badly 
hurt  ;  carry  him  m—John  Three  Sixteen — 
or  whatever  his  name  is.  Poor  lad  !  poor 
lad!" 

Men  carried  him  into  the  accident  ward, 
and  laid  him  down  tenderly,  and  watched 
him  till  the  surgeon  came,  and  often  he 
whispered  to  himself  as  he  laid  there, 
"  How  lucky  I  am  since  I  had  my  new 
name  ;  I'll  always  stick  to  it,  that  I  am 
John  Three  Sixteen. " 

But  soon  everything  was  forgotten  in 
his  pain  ;  fever  set  in,  and  delirium  followed ; 
but  all  the  night  long  at  intervals  he 
repeated:  "John  Three  Sixteen;  John 
Three  Sixteen  !  It  was  to  do  me  good, 
and  so  it  has." 

Many  a  one  in  that  ward,  awakened  by 

that  ceaseless  cry,  stretched  forth  a  feeble 

hand  to  turn  the  leaves  of  the  Testament 

by  their  side,  to  learn  what  the  continued 
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repetition  of  the  text  meant  The  Holy 
Spirit  blessed  it  that  night  to  several  souls, 
for  it  was  God's  own  Word,  and  He  has 
promised  that  His  Word  shall  not  return 
unto  Him  void. 

Oh  !  how  good  it  is  that  God's  Word 
cannot  lie ;  that  His  promise  can  never 
change,  and  His  Word  endureth  for  ever. 
Try  it.     Prove  Him.     Believe  Him. 

Time  went  on.  Our  little  lad  awoke 
to  new  life.  He  gazed  about  him  as  he 
seemed  to  awake  from  a  long  sleep.  Many 
eyes  were  fixed  on  him.  At  last  a  patient 
from  one  of  the  beds  nearest  to  him,  said, 
*'  John  Three  Sixteen  !     How  are  you  ?  " 

"  How  did  you  know  my  name  ? "  in- 
quired the  boy  eagerly. 

"  Know  it,  my  lad  !  Why,  you  have 
never  ceased  telling  us  of  it ;  and  I  for  one 
say,  Blessed  John  Three  Sixteen." 

The  boy  marvelled  how  any  one  could 
call  him  blessed,  the  poor  arab  of  the  city, 
for  whom  no  one  had  ever  cared,  before  he 
had  this  new  name.  And  then,  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  he  heard  those  life- 
giving  words  that  had  brought  salvation  to 
many,  and  were  now  ordained  to  bring  life 
to  him  :  "  For  God  so  loved  the  world,  that 
He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son,  that  who- 
soever believeth  on  Him  should  not  perish, 
but  have  everlasting  life." 

Yes  !  he — the  poor  orphan  boy,  who  had 
early  learned  the  bitter  wages  of  sin,  he, 
the  companion  of  thieves,  was  saved — not 
condemned.  "  For  God  sent  not  His  Son 
into  the  world  to  condemn  the  world  ;  but 
that  the  world  through  Him  might  be 
saved  "  (ver.  17).  Yes!  God  so  loved  the 
poor  city  arab,  that  He  had  given  His 
own  beloved  Son  to  die  for  him,  that  he 
might  be  saved.  He  had  gone  before  him 
to  prepare  a  home  for  him,  for  "  the  blood 
of  Jesus  Christ  cleanseth  from  all  sin." 

"  God  so  loved  the  world,"  repeated  the 
happy  boy  :  "  oh,  but  it  is  beautiful !  Not 
only  a  home  for  a  night,  or  such  kind  folk 
when  one  is  sick,  but  a  home  always.  I'll 
learn  every  word  of  it.  John  3.  16."  And 
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so  he  did,  and  fed  upon  the  precious  words 
set  before  him,  often  saying  : 

"  I  have  not  only  got  a  new  name,  but 
the  *  something  else '  that  was  to  do  me 
good." 

His  recovery  was  very  slow ;  for  the 
Lord  had  not  done  without  cause  all  that 
He  had  done  ;  and  many  occasions  pre- 
sented themselves,  when  the  words  he  fed 
on  were  to  feed  others  through  his  instru- 
mentality. 

An  elderly  man  was  brought  into  the 
same  ward  in  a  dying  state,  and  many 
people  came  in  and  went  out,  and  only  his 
groans  were  heard. 

"  I'll  just  try  my  password,"  said  our 
poor  arab.  "  I  found  it  lucky  for  a  bed, 
and  now  I  have  found  it  good  for  a  home 
for  everlasting.  Poor  fellow  !  perhaps  he'll 
find  it  lucky  too." 

Then  in  solemn  tone  and  slow,  with 
emphasis  on  every  word,  the  boy  repeated  : 

"  God  so  loved  the  world,  that  He  gave 
His  only  begotten  Son,  that  whosoever 
believeth  on  Him  should  not  perish,  but 
have  everlasting  life." 

There  was  deep  silence  in  the  ward 
while  this  young  missionary  gave  forth  the 
message  of  salvation.  Hope  dawned  on  the 
face  of  the  death-stricken  man,  who  im- 
plored for  it  to  be  repeated  again  and  again. 

The  Holy  Spirit  gave  peace  to  the  de- 
spairing soul,  and  the  "  big  sinner,"  saved 
by  grace  at  the  eleventh  hour,  recognised 
a  merciful  High  Priest  in  Jesus,  ever  living 
to  make  intercession  for  him,  and  he  passed 
into  the  shadow  of  death,  trusting  in  the 
merits  of  the  "  Lamb  of  God  that  taketh 
away  the  sin  of  the  world." 

The  young  missionary  came  more  and 
more  under  the  influence  of  the  living 
Word.  He  did  not  die,  but  lived  to  de- 
clare the  glory  of  God,  who  "  so  loved  the 
world,  that  He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son, 
that  whosoever  believeth  on  Him  should 
not  perish,  but  have  everlasting  life." 
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NO  GOD 
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UT  there  is  a  God,  as  we  who 
know  Him  can  testify,  and  as 
(prejudice  aside)  a  perusal  of  the 
Scriptures  convinces  the  most 
sceptical.  The  Bible  is,  without  a  shadow 
of  doubt,  God's  word  to  this  poor  world. 
It  tells  how  God,  looking  down  upon  man- 
kind in  their  paths  of  sin,  yearned  to  save 
them  from  the  consequences  ;  yet,  having 
an  eye  too  pure  to  behold  iniquity,  and  men 
being  utterly  unable  to  atone  for  the  least 
of  their  sins,  those  sins  had  to  be  purged  by 
the  blood  of  a  substitute.  All  on  earth, 
lacking  a  substitute,  must  die  for  their  own 
sins.  One,  only  One,  was  found  able  to 
sustain  God's  judgment,  and  this  One  was 
His  own,  His  well-beloved  Son. 

Christ,  the  Prince  of  glory,  came  down  in 
lowly  guise  to  this  earth,  became  "  a  man 
of  sorrows  and  acquainted  with  grief,  was 
despised  and  rejected  of  men."  Those  He 
came  to  bless,only  met  His  love  with  hatred, 
scourged  Him,  spat  upon  Him,  and  finally 
crucified  Him  between  two  thieves.  When 
expiring  on  that  cross.  He  cried,  **  It  is 
finished."  What  was  finished  ?  The  work 
which  saves  my  soul  and  your  soul  when 
we  believe  in  Him.  Is  it  sufficient  ?  It  has 
satisfied  God  who  now  can  be  and  "  is  just, 
and  the  Justifier  of  him  that  believeth  in 
Jesus." 


My  Individual  Saviour. 

MY  salvation  depends  upon  my  taking 
Christ  as  my  individual  Saviour,  just 
as  if  He  had  died  for  me  alone  :  with  David 
I  claim  the  "  good  Shepherd  "  as  "  my  own 
individual  Shepherd."  And,  with  Paul,  my 
striving  is  "  that  I  may  be  found  in  Christ," 
so  that,  when  the  justice  of  God  demands 
"Where  art  thou?"  His  love  may  find  me 
safely  "hid  with  Christ."  It  is  I,  as  an  in- 
dividual, who  deserve  His  wrath ;  it  is  I,  as 
an  individual,  who  am  hid  in  His  love. 
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"It's  all  in  the 

Coupling." 


'OU  may  be  a  good  husband,  a 
kind  father,  a  regular  Church- 
goer, straight  and  honest ;  but 
all  this,  though  right  in  its  place,  is 
not  enough.  Your  own  good  works 
and  righteousness  will  never  take  you 
to  heaven.  Just  as  the  furniture  of 
the  railway  carriages,  however  rich, 
elegant,  and  substantial,  will  never 
avail  to  move  the  train. 

The  one  essential  is  this  coupling 
between  carriage  and  engine, — it's  all 
in  the  coupling.  "  Faith  "  is  that  coup- 
ling. "He  that  belleueth  on  Me  hath 
everlasting  life."  *'  He  that  hath  the 
Son,  hath  life."  He  who  is  united  to 
Christ  is  a  living  soul.  "  He  that  hath 
not  the  Son  of  God,  hath  not  life." 

There  is  no  power  in  the  coupling- 
link  itself;  its  importance  all  comes 
from  what  it  does.  So,  faith  is  a 
simple  thing  ;  its  only  value  is  that 
it  is  God's  plan, — by  which  a  seek- 
ing soul  is  linked  with  a  seeking 
Saviour  ;~-by  which  a  guilty  soul  is 
Hnked  with  a  perfect  Saviour; — by 
which  a  condemned  sinner  is  linked 
with  his  accepted  Substitute,  who  died 
in  his  stead  on  Calvary.  Again,  "He 
that  believeth  on  Me  hath  everlasting 
life." 

Have  you,  reader,  living,  personal 
contact  with  Jesus,  by  thus  trusting 
Him  }  If  so,  the  link  is  on  the  hook, 
you  have  touched  Him ;  and  "  as 
many  as  touchedy  were  made  perfectly 
whole." 
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It's  either  one  thing  or  the  other. 
I  have  trusted  the  Lord  Jesus,  or  I've 
not.  The  coupling  is  either  on  or  off. 
Don't  say,  **  I  hope  it's  on."  Make 
sure.  You  may  be  uncertain  about 
a  good  many  things,  but  uncertainty 
about  salvation  is  fatal.  You  say, 
''  What  am  I  to  do  }  "  '*  Do  nothing." 
"What  am  I  to  believe.'*"  Believe 
that  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  has  died  in 
your  stead,  and  given  Himself  for  your 
sins,  that  you  might  never  perish. 

Though  the  coupling  is  fastened 
on  a  huge,  massive  hook,  it  might 
break.  But  Christ  can  never  fail  to 
keep  the  soul  that  trusts  Him. 

Though  faith  is  necessary,  it  is  not 
faith  that  saves,  but  Christ.  It  is  not 
the  link  that  pulls,  but  the  engine. 
Once  more,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  which 
faith  anchors  ;  it  is  a  living  Person, 
"•  the  Son  of  God  Who  loved  me,  and 
gave  Himself  for  me." 

The  Holy  Spirit  flashes  His  light 
upon  my  soul,  I  thought  that  I  was 
good  ;  I  see  my  sinfulness,  guilt,  lost 
condition.  Like  a  man  who  was  read- 
ing to  his  wife  one  night  from  the 
Bible.  Suddenly  he  stopped:  *'Wife," 
said  he,  **  if  this  is  true,  we're  all 
wrong."  A  few  nights  after,  reading 
on,  "  Wife,"  he  exclaimed,  "  if  this  is 
true,  we  are  lost."  Having  come 
down  to  that  point,  it  was  not  long 
before  he  looked  up,  and  almost 
shouted,  '*  Wife,  if  that's  true,  then 
you  and  I  may  be  saved  ;  for  Christ 
Jesus  has  given  His  life  for  me." 


"  Payment  God  will  not  twice  demand. 
First  at  my  bleeding  Surety's  hand, 
And  then  again  at  mine." 
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"I   AM    THAT 
CLOWN." 


TT  is  simply  a  delusion,  to  think 
A  that  because  you  see  persons 
laughing  and  indulging  in  noisy 
merriment,  they  must  necess- 
arily be  happy  !  A  loud  laugh 
or  empty  joke  is  often  one  of 
the  coverings  that  Satan  uses  to 
conceal  an  aching  heart. 

A  man  once  went  to  consult 
a  doctor  about  his  health  :  he 
complained  that  he  suffered 
from  such  overwhelming  de- 
pression that  his  life  was  un- 
bearable. 

The  doctor  examined  him, 
and  after  a  little  while  remarked 
that  he  wanted  nothing  except 
some  LIVELY  amusement,  to 
divert  his  thoughts  from  himself 
''  Try  a  lively  novel — that  would 
be  about  the  best  medicine  you 
could  take." 

The  man  shook  his  head,  as  if 
doubtful  of  the  prescription,  and 
then  the  doctor  said  again, 
"  Well,  111  tell  you  what  to  do 
to  cheer  yourself  up  ;  go  to  such 
and  such  a  theatre,  and  see  what 
that  will  do  for  you."  Still  a 
turn  of  the  head  showed  the 
patient  had  no  confidence  in  the 
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proposal  helping  him.  "Well," 
said  the  doctor,  "  I  can  but  think 
of  one  other  thing  or  person  that 
would  help  you,  and  if  that  does 
not  do  so,  I  am  unable  to  help 
you.  Go  and  see  that  great 
clown  that  has  lately  arrived, 
and  is  drawing  such  crowds  with 
his  merriment  ;  and  if  you  suffer 
from  depression  after  hearing 
and  watching  him,  I  shall  be 
surprised." 

''  Ah  !  "  said  the  poor  man,  in 
a  tone  of  the  deepest   distress, 

"  I    AM    THAT    CLOWN." 

There  are  many  who  might 
tell  the  same  tale.  Two  voices 
in  your  ear  to-day,  one  shouting 
promises  of  enjoyment  and 
amusement,  and  trying  to  drown 
the  other,  "a  still  small  voice" 
that  repeats  tenderly,  "  Come 
unto  ME,  all  ye  that  labour  and 
are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give 
you  rest." 

The  REST  has  been  dearly  pur- 
chased for  you.  The  Lord  Jesus 
left  His  throne  above,  and  came 
down  here,  that  He  might  buy 
it  for  you,  and  He  now  offers  it 
freely  to  you. 

"  He  is  our  peace  "  (epk  2.  u). 
"  Joy  unspeakable  "  d  pet.  1.  s). 

"  God  commendeth  His  love 
toward  us,  in  that,  while  we 
were  yet  sinners,  Christ  died  for 

us"    (Rom.  5.  8). 
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0   CHRIST,    what    burdens    bowed 
Thy  head ! 
Our  load  was  laid  on  Thee; 
Thou  stoodest  in  the  sinner's  stead, 

Didst  bear  all  ill  for  me. 
A  Victim  led.  Thy  blood  was  shed. 
Now,  THERE'S  NO  LOAD  FOR  ME. 

Death  and  the  curse  were  in  our  cup : 
0  Christ,  'twas  full  for  Thee  I 

But  Thou  hast  drained  the  last  dark 
drop, 
'Tis  empty  now  for  me : 

That  bitter  cup,  love  drank  it  up. 
Now,  BLESSING'S  DRAUGHT  FOR  ME. 

Jehovah  lifted  up  His  rod ; 

0  Christ,  it  fell  on  Thee ! 
Thou  wast  sore  stricken  of  Thy  God ; 

There's  not  one  stroke  for  me. 
Thy  tears,  Thy  blood,  beneath  it  flowed ; 

THY  BRUISING  HEALETH  ME. 

The  tempest's  awful  voice  was  heard ; 

0  Christ,  it  broke  on  Thee! 
Thy  open  bosom  was  my  ward. 

It  braved  the  storm  for  me. 
Thy    form    was   scarred.    Thy    visage 
marred ; 

Now,  CLOUDLESS  PEACE  FOR  ME. 

Jehovah  bade  His  sword  awake, 
0  Christ,  it  woke  'gainst  Thee; 

Thy  blood  the  flaming*  blade  must  slake, 
Thy  heart  its  sheath  must  be. 

All  for  my  sake,  my  peace  to  make; 

Now  SLEEPS  THAT  SWORD  FOR  ME. 

For  me.  Lord  Jesus,  Thou  hast  died, 

And  I  have  died  in  Thee : 
Thou'rt  ris'n— my  bands  are  all  untied ; 

And  now  Thou  liv'st  in  me ; 
When  purified,  made  white,  and  tried. 

Thy  Glory  then  for  me. 
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"NOT  WORSE 
THAN  OTHERS." 

THIS  is  cold  comfort  and 
false  logic.  Does  the  judge 
acquit  a  criminal  because 
he  has  only  defrauded  £50,  while 
another  has  ;^5,ooo  ?  Are  not 
both  guilty  in  the  eye  of  the  law  ? 
Is  relative  goodness  or  personal 
sinfulness  God's  standpoint  for 
man  ?  If  you  were  on  your 
death-bed,  and  eternity  close  and 
straight  before  you,  would  it  be 
a  comfort  to  you  to  know  that 
Mr.  Alpha  was  as  bad  as  you, 
and  that  Mr.  Beta  was  no  better? 
Would  the  knowledge  of  that 
help  you  to  face  God's  judgment 
seat  with  calmness  ?  Why,  then, 
do  you  now  stifle  conviction  with 
such  thoughts?  Measure  your- 
self by  God's  standard,  "All  have 
sinned,"  "All  are  guilty," — you 
no  better  than  others,  needing 
the  same  Saviour  who  died  for 
all.  'Tis  wise  to  see  ourselves 
as  God  sees  us. 


A  Moment  of  Time. 

IT  is  in  a  moment  that  the  most 
solemn  of  all  decisions  is 
made — the  soul's  surrender 
to  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  The 
soul  itself,  amidst  the  conflict  of 
emotion,  may  scarce  be  able  to 
tell  the  precise  moment  when  the 
"  Yes"  is  spoken  ;  or  it  may  lie  back 
in  the  dim  child-time  and  be  for- 
gotten. There  may  have  been 
long  preparation  going  forward, 

and  the  soul  m^y  have  been  hesi- 
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tating  and  trembling  as  on  the 
verge  of  surrender:  but  the  "Yes" 
that  means  acceptance  of  Christ 
and  His  salvation  is  spoken  in  a 
moment. 

A  moment  may  make  the  dif- 
ference between  life  and  death. 
Too  late  may  be  too  late  by  a 
moment  only.  The  missing  of 
the  right  moment  may  be  the 
missing  of  the  **  accepted  time." 
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C.  J.  WHITMORE. 

I  WANT  you  to  think  of  a  bitter  east  windy 
day,  fast  falling  snow,  and  a  short,  muddy 
street  in  London.  Put  these  thoughts 
together,  and  add  to  them  the  picture  of  a  tall, 
stout  man,  in  a  rough  great  coat,  and  with 
a  large  comforter  round  his  neck,  buffeting 
through  wind  and  storm.  The  darkness  is 
coming  rapidly,  as  a  man  with  a  basket  on 
his  head  turns  the  corner  of  the  street,  and 
there  are  two  of  us  on  opposite  sides.  He 
cries  loudly  as  he  goes  :  "  Herrings  !  three  a 
penny !  Red  herrings,  good  and  cheap,  three 
a  penny  ! "  So  crying,  he  passes  along  the 
street,  crosses  at  its  end,  and  comes  to  where 
I  am  standing  at  the  corner.  Here  he  pauses, 
evidently  wishing  to  fraternize  with  somebody, 
as  a  relief  from  the  dull  time  and  disappointed 
hopes  of  trade.  I  presume  I  appear  a  suitable 
object,  as  he  comes  close  to  me  and  com- 
mences conversation  : — 

"  Governor,  what  do  you  think  of  these  'ere 
herrings  ?  " — three  in  his  hand,  while  the  re- 
maining stock  are  deftly  balanced  in  the  basket 
on  his  head.  "  Don't  you  think  they're  good  ?  " 
and  he  offered  me  the  opportunity  of  testing 
them  by  scent,  which  I  courteously  but  firmly 
declined,  "and  don't  you  think  they're  cheap 
as  well?" 

I  asserted  my  decided  opinion  that  they  were 
good  and  cheap. 

"  Then,  look  you,  governor,  why  can't  I  sell 
'em  ?  Yer  have  I  walked  a  mile  and  a  half 
along  this  dismal  place,  offering  these  good  and 
cheap  uns  ;  and  nobody  don't  buy  none  !  " 

"  I  do  not  wonder  at  all  at  that,"  I  answered, 
to  his  astonishment. 

*'  Tell  us  why  not,  governor." 

"  The  people  have  no  work,  and  are  starv- 
ing :  there  are  plenty  of  houses  round  here 
that  have  not  a  single  penny  in  them,"  was  my 
reply. 

"  Ah  !  then,  governor,"  he  rejoined,  "  I've 
put  my  foot  in  it  this  time  ;  I  knew  they  was 
werry  poor,  but  I  thought  three  a  penny  'ud 
tempt  'em.  But  if  they  haven't  the  ha'pence, 
they  can't  spend  'em,  sure  enough  :  so  there's 
nothing  for  it  but  to  carry  'em  back,  and  try 
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and  sell  'em  elsewhere.  I  thought  by  selling 
cheap,  arter  buying  cheap,  I  could  do  them 
good,  and  earn  a  trifle  for  myself.  But  I'm 
done  this  time." 

"  How  much  will  you  take  for  the  lot  ?  "  I 
inquired. 

First  a  keen  look  at  me — then  down  came 
the  basket  from  his  head— then  a  rapid  calcu- 
lation— then  a  grinning  inquiry, — "  Do  you 
mean  profit  an'  all,  governor?" 

"Yes." 

"  Then  I'll  take  four  shillin',  and  be  glad  to 
get  'em." 

I  put  my  hand  in  my  pocket,  produced  that 
amount,  and  handed  it  to  him. 

"  Right !  governor,  thank'ee  !  Now  what'll 
I  do  with  'em  ? "  he  said,  as  he  quickly  trans- 
ferred the  coins  to  his  own  pocket. 

"Go  round  this  corner  into  the  middle  of 
the  road,  and  shout  with  all  your  might : 
'' Herrings  for  nothing!^  and  give  three  to 
every  man,  woman,  or  child  that  comes  to  you, 
till  the  basket  is  emptied." 

On  hearing  these  instructions,  he  imme- 
diately reproduced  the  money^  and  examined 
it.  Being  satisfied  of  its  genuineness,  he  again^ 
replaced  it,  and  then  looked  keenly  and  ques-' 
tioningly  at  me. 

"  Well,"  I  said,  "  is  it  all  right  and  good  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  he. 

"Then  the  herrings  are  my  property,  and 
I  can  do  as  I  like  with  them ;  but  if  you  don't 
like  to  do  as  I  tell  you,  give  me  my  money 
back." 

"  All  right !  governor,  an*  they  are  yours ; 
so  if  you  says  it,  here  goes  !  "  Accordingly  he 
proceeded  into  the  middle  of  the  adjoining 
street,  and  went  along,  shouting  aloud:  "  Her- 
rings for  nothing  !  good  red  herrings  for  no- 
thing !  " 

Out  of  sight  myself,  I  stood  at  the  corner  to 
watch  his  progress  ;  and  speedily  he  neared  the 
house  where  a  tall  woman  stood  at  the  first 
floor  window,  looking  out  upon  him. 

"  Here  you  are,  missus,"  he  bawled,  "  her- 
rings for  nothing  !  a  fine  chance  for  yer  ;  come 
an'  take  'em  ! " 

The  woman  shook  her  head  unbelievingly, 
and  left  the  window. 

"  Vot  a  fool !  "  said  he  ;  "  but  they  won't  be 

all  so.     Herrings  for  nothing  !  "     A  little  child 

came  out  to  look  at  him,  and  he  called  to  her, 

"  Yer,  my  dear,  take  these  in  to  your  mother, 

62 


tell  her  how  cheap  they  are — herrings  for  no- 
thing." But  the  child  was  afraid  of  him  and 
them,  and  ran  indoors.  So  down  the  street, 
in  the  snowy  slush  and  mud,  went  the  cheap 
fish,  the  vendor  crying  loudly  as  he  werit, 
"  Herrings  for  nothing !  "  and  then  adding 
savagely,  "  Oh,  you  fools  !  "  Thus  he  reached 
the  very  end  ;  and  turning  to  retrace  his  steps, 
he  continued  his  double  cry  as  he  came, 
"  Herrings  for  nothing !  "  and  then,  in  a  lower 
key,  "  Oh,  you  fools  !  " 

"  Well !  "  I  said  to  him  calmly,  as  he  reached 
me  at  the  corner. 

"Well!"  he  replied,  "z/  yer  think  so! 
When  you  gave  me  the  money  for  herrings  as 
yer  didn't  want,  I  thought  you  was  training  for 
a  lunatic  'sylum  !  Now  I  thinks  all  the  people 
round  here  are  fit  company  for  yer.  But 
what'll  I  do  with  the  herrings,  if  yer  don't  want 
'em  and  they  won't  have  'em  ?  " 

"  We'll  try  again  together,"  I  replied ;  "  I'll 
come  with  you,  and  we'll  both  shout." 

Into  the  road  we  both  went ;  and  he  shouted : 
"  Herrings  for  nothing ! "  and  then  I  called 
out  also,  "  Will  any  one  have  some  herrings  for 
tea  ?  " 

They  heard  the  voice,  and  they  knew  it 
well ;  and  they  came  out  at  once,  in  twos 
and  threes  and  sixes,  men  and  women  and 
children ;  all  striving  eagerly  to  reach  the 
welcome  food. 

As  fast  as  I  could  take  them  from  the  basket, 
I  handed  three  to  each  eager  applicant,  until 
all  were  speedily  disposed  of.  When  the 
basket  was  empty,  the  hungry  crowd  who  had 
none,  was  far  greater  than  those  that  had  been 
supplied ;  but  they  were  too  late ;  there  were 
no  more  herrings. 

Foremost  amongst  the  disappointed  was  the 
tall  woman,  who,  with  a  bitter  tongue,  began 
vehemently,  "Why  haven't  I  got  any?  Ain't  I 
as  good  as  they  ?  Ain't  my  children  as  hungry 
as  theirs  ?  " 

Before  I  had  time  to  reply,  the  vendor 
stretched  out  his  arm  towards  her,  saying : 
"Why,  governor,  that's  the  very  woman  as  I 
offered  'em  to  first,  and  she  turned  up  her  nose 
at  'em." 

"  I  didn't,"  she  rejoined  passionately ;  "  I 
didn't  believe  you  meant  it !  " 

"Yer  just  goes  without,  then,  for  yer  un- 
belief !  "  he  replied.  "  Good-night,  and  thank- 
'ee,  governor ! " 
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You  smile  at  the  story,  which  is  strictly  true. 
Are  you  sure  you  are  not  ten  thousand  times 
worse  ?  Their  unbelief  only  cost  them  a  hungry 
stomach  ;  but  what  may  your  unbelief  of  God's 
offer  cost  you  ?  God— not  man— God  has  sent 
His  messenger  to  you  repeatedly  for  years,  to 
offer  pardon  for  nothing!  Salvation  for  no- 
thing !  He  has  sent  to  your  homes,  your  hearts, 
the  most  loving  and  tender  offers  that  even  an 
Almighty  could  frame ;  and  what  have  you 
replied  ?  Yi^s^you  not  turned  away  in  scornful 
unbelief,  like  the  woman  ? 

God  says : — 

"  Because  I  have  called,  and  ye  refused ;  I 
have  stretched  out  My  hand,  and  no  man  re- 
garded :  I  also  will  laugh  at  your  calamity ;  I 
will  mock  when  your  fear  cometh  "  (Prov.  i.  24, 
26).     But  God  also  says  : — 

"  Ho,  every  one  that  thirsteth,  come  ye  to 
the  waters,  and  he  that  hath  mo  money ;  come 
ye,  buy,  and  eat;  yea,  come,  buy  wine  and 
milk  without  money  and  without  price"  (Isa. 
55.  i).— "  For  God  so  loved  the  world,  that  He 
gave  His  only  begotten  Son,  that  whosoever 
believeth  in  Him  should  not  perish,  but  have 
everlasting  life"  (John  3.  16). 

Answer  Him.     Will  you  have  it  P 

Wonderful  Grace! 
Wonderful  Mercy  I 
Wonderful  Wisdom  I 

GOD  so  loves  each  one  of 
us,  that  He  has  sent  His 
own  Son  to  be  the  Sacri- 
fice for  our  sins,  that  who- 
ever will  accept  Him  may  be 
at  once  pardoned  and  have 
eternal  life;  and  more  than 
that.  He  gives  to  all  who  do 
accept  Him  —  present  joy, 
peace,  happiness,  guidance, 
and  help  for  every  day  and 
hour  we  live  down  here. 
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The  Sinner's  Surety. 


F 


ROM  whence  this  fear  and  un- 
belief 
If  God,  my  God,  hath  put  to  grief 

His  spotless  Son  for  me  ? 
Can  He,  the  righteous  Judge  of 

men, 
Condemn    me  for  that   debt  of 
sin, 
Which,  Lord,  was  charged  on 
Thee? 


Complete  atonement   Thou  hast 

made 
And  to  the  utmost  farthing  paid 

Whatever  Thy  people  owed; 
How,    then,    can  wrath   on   me 

take  place, 
Now  standing  in  God's  righteous- 
ness. 
And  sprinkled  by  Thy  blood? 

If  Thou  hast  my  discharge  pro- 
cured. 
And  freely  in  my  place  endured 

The  whole  of  wrath  Divine, 
Payment  God  will  not  twice  de- 
mand, 
First   at   my   bleeding   Surety's 
hand. 
And  then  again  at  mine. 
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He  Died  For  Me!" 


AN  aged  woman  in 
a  village  in  Bel- 
gium was  the  terror 
of  the  place ;  the  old 
shunned  her,  the 
young  fled  from  her, 
her  cursing  and  lan- 
guage were  dreadful 
to  hear.  The  Gospel 
was  brought  into  the 
village,  the  woman 
heard  and  believed. 
Great  were  the 
changes  made  in  her, 
the  lion  was  turned 
into  a  lamb,  the 
t  ongue  uttered 
praises.  On  a  sick 
bed  that  was  thought 
to  be  her  dying  one, 
she  was  asked — "  Are 
you  not  afraid  to 
die  P "  Slhe  replied, 
"  What's  that  you 
say  P  "  "  Are  you 
afraid  to  die  P  "   With 
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energy  and  emphasis 
she  exclaime d — 
''  Jesus  died  for  me  ! ' ' 
The  knowledge  of  this 
took  away  the  sting 
of  death.  Because 
Jesus  died,  death  was 
henceforth  nothing  to 
be  dreaded. 


Your   Name   in 
the  Bible. 


SOME  people  want  to  see 
their  names  in  the  Bible 
before  they  will  believe 
they  are  saved.  If  you  did 
see  your  name  thus,  there 
might  be  a  thousand  others 
of  the  same  name  in  the 
world.  God  has  not  written 
your  name,  but  you  are 
there  as  "whosoever"  or 
"  the  ungodly,"  and  other  de- 
scriptions,—your  photograph 

indeed. 


%, ^ 1^ 
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''  I  May  be  Dead 
To-Morrow-" 


^  CHRISTIAN  Doctor  one  day 
called  to  see  an  old  man  that  he 
had    frequently    visited    before. 

Many  a  time   had  Dr.  S spoken 

faithfully  to  old  John  and  his  wife 
about  their  souls'  salvation;  but  ap- 
parently without  result. 

Old  John  listened  attentively,  and 
tacitly  agreed  to  the  truth  set  before 
him ;  but  seemed  always  to  avoid 
coming  to  the  point. 

He  would'  willingly  admit  that  he 
was  a  sinner, — that  he  stood  in  need 
of  God*s  salvation.  He  would  even 
declare  his  intention  of  some  day  seek- 
ing the  Saviour.  He  wished  to  be 
saved,  indeed,  but  simply  to  escape 
the  punishment  of  hell.  He  intended 
to  prepare  for  heaven,  but  would  put 
off  till  what  seemed  to  him  "  a  more 
convenient  season." 

Old  John  was  suffering  from  an 
attack  of  bronchitis.  His  life  was 
not  in  danger ;  but  he  felt  painfully 
weak  and  ill. 

Dr.  S made  the  necessary  in- 
quiries, and,  after  promising  to  get 
some  medicine  ready,  when  called  for, 
he  was  about  to  say  "  good-bye,"  when 
John's  wife  inquired :  "  When  must 
John  take  the  physic,  sir  ?  " 

"  I  will  put  the  directions  on  the 

label,"  replied  Dr.  S ;  then,  with  a 

smile  he  turned  to  the  invalid  and 
said :  "  Let  me  see ;  you  are  not  very 
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ill ;  "  supposing  you  begin  to  take  the 
medicine  this  day  month.'* 

"  This  day  month,  sir  ?  " — cried 
both  at  once,  in  astonishment. 

"  Yes — why  not  ?  Is  that  too 
soon  ?  *' 

"  Too  soon !  why,  sir,  I  may  be 
dead  then  !  "  said  John. 

"  That  is  true ;  but  you  must  re- 
member, you  really  are  not  very  bad 
yet.  Still,  perhaps  you  had  better 
begin  to  take  it  in  a  week." 

"  But,  sir,"  cried  John,  in  great 
perplexity ;  "  beggin'  your  pardon,  sir, 
I  mightn't  live  a  week." 

"  Of  course  you  may  not,  John ;  but 
very  likely  you  will,  and  the  medicine 
will  be  in  the  house  ;  it  will  keep,  and 
if  you  should  find  yourself  gettirg 
worse,  you  could  take  some.  I  shau't 
charge  anything  for  it.  If  you  should 
feel  worse  to-morrow  even,  you  might 
begin  then." 

"  Sir,  /  may  be  dead  to-morrow ! 
I  hope  you  won't  be  angry  with  me, 
nor  think  me  ungrateful  to  you,  as 
have  al'ays  been  so  good  to  me ;  but 
you  know,  sir,  I  don't  want  to  get 
worse ;  and  though  I'll  war'nt  the 
physic  be  good  stuff,  it'll  do  me  no 
good  while  'tis  in  the  bottle ;  and  it  do 
seem  to  me,  sir,  as  'tis  goin'  against 
reason  to  put  off  takin'  it." 

"  When  would  you  propose  to  begin 
then,  John  ?  " 

"  Well,  sir,  I  thought  you'd  tell  me 
to  begin  to-day." 

"  Begin  to-day  by  all  means,"  said 

Dr.  S ,  kindly.     "I  only  wanted  to 

show  you  how  false  your  own  reason- 
ing is,  when  you  put  off  taking  the 


medicine  whicli  the  great  Physician 
has  provided  for  your  sin-sick  soul. 
Just  think  how  long  you  have  neglec- 
ted the  remedy  He  has  provided.  For 
years  you  have  turned  away  from  the 
Lord  Jesus.  You  have  said  to  your- 
self, "next  week,"  or  "next  year,"  or 
"  when  I  am  on  my  death-bed,  I  will 
seek  the  Lord";  any  time  rather  than 
the  present.  And  yet  the  present  is 
the  only  time  that  you  are  sure  of. 
God's  offer  is  only  for  "  to-day."  "Now 
.  .  .  now  is  the  day  of  salvation"  (2Cor.6. 2). 
I  need  not  tell  you  how  ready  the 
Lord  Jesus  is  to  receive  you ;  how 
His  precious  blood  was  shed  for  you. 
You  have  the  medicine,  so  to  speak, 
in  your  hands ;  but,  to  use  your  own 
argument,  it  will  do  you  no  good  un- 
less you  take  it ;  and  it  is  foolish  to 
put  this  off,  euen  until  to-morrow." 

Old  John's  eyes  were  full  of  tears 
as  he  pressed  the  hand  of  his  kind 
friend. 

"  Plain  speakin',"  he  remarked  to 
his  wife ;  "  but  I  reckon  he's  right, 
old  woman ;  I  never  saw  it  just  that 
way  before." 

Who  Died  for  Me  (?) 

T  WILL  sing  the  wondrous  story 
^     Of  the  Christ  who  died  for  me  ; 
How  He  left  His  home  in  glory, 
For  the  cross  on  Calvary. 

Yes,  I  '11  sing  the  wondrous  story 
Of  the  Christ  who  died  for  me  ; 

Sing  it  with  the  saints  in  glory, 
Gathered  by  the  crystal  sea. 

I  was  lost ;  but  Jesus  found  me — 
Found  the  sheep  that  went  astray  ; 

Threw  His  loving  arms  around  me, 
Drew  me  back  into  His  way. 
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CHRIST  ALONE 
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JESUS  has  done  all  that  God 
deemed  necessary  to  be  done 
to  insure  complete  pardon,  ac- 
ceptance, and  salvation  to  all  who 
believe  in  His  name.  If  you  take 
Jesus  as  your  Saviour,  you  build 
securely  for  eternity.  "  For  other 
foundation  can  no  man  lay  than  that 
is  laid,  which  is  Jesus  Christ."  He 
is  the  foundation  stone  of  salvation 
laid  by  God  Himself,  and  on  His 
finished  atoning  work  alone  you  are 
instructed  to  rest  the  salvation  of 
your  soul,  and  not  on  anything  ac- 
complished by  you,  wrought  in  you, 
felt  by  you,  or  proceeding  from  you. 
It  is  of  the  greatest  importance  to 
be  clear  as  to  the  fact  that  it  is  the 
work  of  Christ  without  you,  and 
not  the  work  of  the  Spirit  within 
you,  that  must  form  the  sole  ground 
of  your  deliverance  from  guilt  and 
wrath,  and  of  peace  with  God. 

You  must  beware  of  resting  your 
peace  on  your  feelings,  convictions, 
tears,  repentance,  prayers,  duties, 
or  resolutions.  You  must  begin 
with  receiving  Christ,  and  not  make 
that  the  termination  of  a  course  of 
fancied  preparation.  Christ  must 
be  the  Alpha  and  the  Omega.  He 
must  be  everything  in  our  salvation, 
or  He  will  be  nothing. 

"Jesus  paid  it  all, 
All  to  Him  I  owe." 
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Do  You  Believe  in  Dreams? 

THERE  was  a  strange  dream  told 
long  ago.  I  do  not  know  who 
the  dreamer  was,  but  it  may  be  a 
warning  to  you.  A  man  dreamt  that 
he  saw  Satan  seated  on  his  throne,  and 
all  his  evil  spirits  gathered  round  him, 
waiting  for  his  commands.  Suddenly 
the  question  was  asked  :  "  Who  will 
go  forth  to  ruin  souls  on  earth  }  " 

The  answer  came  readily  enough 
from  one :  **  I  will." 

''  What  will  you  tell  them  }  "— "  I'll 
tell  them  that  there  is  no  God." 

*'  That  will  not  do,"  he  returned, 
gloomily.  "Men  know  there  is  a  God. 
Sometimes  they  deny  it  to  their  fellow- 
men  ;  but  deep  in  their  hearts  they 
know  that  there  is  One,  and  that  they 
must  face  Him  some  day.  They  may 
try  to  stifle  the  thought,  but  when  sick- 
ness or  death  comes,  it  isn't  so  easy  to 
do  so.  That  story  will  not  ruin  them." 
And  again  he  repeated  the  question  : 

**  Who  will  go  forth  to  ruin  souls  }  " 

**  I  will,"  a  second  spirit  replied. 

**  And  what  will  you  tell  them  1 " 

**  I'll  tell  them  that  there  is  a  God, 
but  that  He  is  just  and  holy,  and  that 
they  are  too  bad  to  come  to  Him." 

"  That  won't  do,"  repeated  Satan. 
*'  Their  very  need  will  drive  them  to 
Him.  Besides,  while  there  are  Bibles 
left  in  the  world,  they  have  only  to 
read  how  God  invites  them,  sinners  as 
they  are,  to  come  to  Him  and  receive 
everlasting  life.  I  want  something 
more  clever  than  that  to  ruin  men." 

Once  more  the  dreamer  heard  the 
terrible  question  ring  through  the 
courts  of  darkness  : 

**  Who  will  go  forth  to  ruin  souls  }  " 
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There  was  a  pause — at  last  he  saw 
in  his  dream  a  third  spirit  come  for- 
ward and  repeat  the  words  :  "  I  will." 

"And  what  will  you  tell  them  ?" 

"  I'll  tell  them,"  he  answered  slowly, 
"  that  there  is  a  God.  I  will  let  them 
hear  the  Gospel  as  often  as  they  like. 
They  may  know  the  story  of  God's 
love  in  giving  His  Son  for  lost  sinners. 
They  may  read  of  the  Son  of  God  giv- 
ing Himself  to  die  for  them.  They 
may  listen  to  the  free  invitation :  *  Who- 
soever will,  let  him  take  of  the  water  of 
life  freely'  I  will  not  hinder  them 
from  hearing  that  salvation  is  the  gift 
of  God — *  not  of  works.*  They  may 
hear  it  all." 

"  But  how  will  that  ruin  them  ? " 
his  master  inquired,  impatiently. 

''  I'll  tell  them  that  it  is  all  true,  but," 
he  added,  with  a  look  of  fiendish  malice, 
*'  I'll  tell  them  that  there  is  time  enough 
to  think  about  accepting  God's  offer." 

A  murmur  of  applause  passed 
through  the  caverns  of  despair.  "  Go 
forth,"said  the  Princeof  Darkness,  **you 
will  be  successful."  And  to-day  his 
message  of  destruction  has  ever  been, 
and  is  being  whispered  to  thousands. 

This — only  a  dream  }  Surely  not ; 
for  long,  long  before  the  dreamer 
entered  this  world,  that  plot  to  ruin 
souls — yes,  your  soul — was  planned  in 
hell ;  and  when  you  have  heard  God's 
salvation  proclaimed,  and  felt  your 
need  as  a  sinner,  has  not  the  enemy  of 
souls  whispered  into  your  ear,  ''  Time 
enough  I  you  are  well  and  strong ; 
wait  till  your  dying  bed.  No  need 
just  now.  Time  enough  !  "  Yes  ;  and 
"  Lost !  "  "  Lost !  "  will  be  the  cry,  for 
remember  eternal  life  is  offered  to 
you  to-day,  not  to-morrow. 
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The  Young  Actress. 

J^  YOUNG  actress  had  earned 
L\  the  applause  and  admiration 
of  many  by  her  beautiful  voice 
and  clever  acting. 

Evening  had  closed  in,  and  she  was 
on  her  way  to  the  theatre,  where  she 
would  again  win  the  plaudits  of  hun- 
dreds. They  were  pleasant  enough  to 
receive  (so  she  may  have  thought  as  she 
went  on),  and  yet  why  was  she  so  weary- 
hearted  to-night?  and  how  was  it  that 
she  felt  so  unsatisfied  in  spite  of  her 
success  ?  She  would  be  growing  old 
soon,  her  voice  would  be  going,  and 
then  how  would  these  sort  of  friends 
stand  to  her?  and — well,  there  was 
something  further  on  still,  there  was 
death — and  what  should  she  do  when 
that  drew  near  ?  There  v^as  the  great 
score  of  sin  to  be  settled — ah  ! — per- 
haps it  was  that,  that  caused  the  heavy 
heart  to-night. 

Suddenly  through  the  hum  of  the 
busy  city,  there  broke  the  clear  ring 
of  children's  voices  singingin  the  street; 
they  were  close  beside  her,  and  the 
words  fell  distinctly  on  her  ear — 

"  Depth  of  mercy,  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  ME? 
Can  my  God  His  wrath  forliear  ? 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare  ? 

"  There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands, 
Shows  His  wounds  and  spreads  His  hands. 
God  is  love,  I  know  and  feel — 
Jesus  lives  and  loves  me  still." 

It  was  a  new,  a  strange  message 
to  the  sin-sick  soul,  and  the  young 
actress  listened  eagerly  to  the  words. 
When  they  were  finished,  she  asked 
the  children  to  repeat  them,  which 
they  did  over  and  over  again ;   then 
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giving  them  a  few  pence  she  passed 
on,  with  the  lines  ringing  in  her  ears 
and  heart.  Could  it  be  true  ?  Was 
there  really  mercy  reserved  for  a  sin- 
ner such  as  she  had  been  ?  Was  the 
Saviour  showing  His  wounded  hands 
and  the  marks  \>i  the  cruel  cross,  to 
His  Father,  to  prove  that  He  had 
taken  her  place  and  borne  the  punish- 
ment that  was  due  to  her  ?  and  was  it 
true  that  the  holy  God  was  also  a  God 
of  love,  and  that  He  was  perfectly 
satisfied  with  His  Son  as  her  Sub- 
stitute, and  could  say  in  all  truth — "  I, 
even  I,  am  He  that  blotteth  out  thy 
transgressions  for  My  own  sake,  and 
will  not  remember  thy  sins  "  ? 

She  reached  the  theatre,  and  pre- 
pared in  a  dreamy  way  to  act  her 
usual  part.  The  building  was  crowded; 
but  as  she  stepped  upon  the  stage,  her 
thoughts  were  far  away  from  the  audi- 
ence around  her,  or  from  the  enthusi- 
asm that  her  appearance  had  aroused. 
She  opened  her  lips,  but  it  was  not  to 
give  forth  their  accustomed  utterance  ; 
almost  unconsciously  the  words  rang 
out — 

"Depth  of  mercy,  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  ME  ?  " 

They  were  followed  by  an  astonished 
silence — the  actress  turned  and  left  the 
stage — left  the  theatre,  and  hurried 
out  into  the  darkened  streets,  never 
pausing  until  she  had  reached  the  room 
she  had  so  lately  quitted  ;  there,  with 
the  door  locked,  she  threw  herself 
upon  her  knees  and  accepted  that 
"  depth  of  mercy  "  that  had  been  re- 
served for  her,  and  gave  herself,  body, 
soul,  and  spirit,  to  the  One  who  had 
died  in  tier  stead. 
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"Are  You  a  Sceptic? 
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IT  is  told  of  a  celebrated  infidel  lec- 
turer, how,  after  he  had  concluded 
one  of  his  lectures  in  a  village,  he 
challenged  those  preset t  to  discussion. 
Who  should  accept  the  challenge  but 
an  old,  bent  woman,  who  went  up  to 
the  lecturer,  and  said  : — "  Sir,  I  have 
a  question  to  put  to  you.*' 

"  Well,  my  good  woman,  what  is  it?" 

"  Ten  years  ago,"  she  said,  "  I  was 
left  a  widow,  with  eight  children  ut- 
terly unprovided  for,  and  nothing  to 
call  my  own  but  this  Bible.  By  its 
direction,  and  looking  to  God  for 
strength,  I  have  been  enabled  to  feed 
myself  and  family.  I  am  now  totter- 
ing to  the  grave,  but  I  am  perfectly 
happy,  because  I  look  forward  to  a 
life  of  immortality  with  Jesus  in 
heaven.  What  has  your  way  of 
thinking  done  for  you  ?  " 

"Well,  my  good  lady,"  rejoined 
the  lecturer,  "  I  don't  want  to  disturb 
your  comfort ;  but " 

"  Oh  !  that's  not  the  question,"  in- 
terposed the  woman ;  "  keep  to  the 
point,  sir.  What  has  your  way  of 
thinking  done  for  you  ?  '* 

The  infidel  endeavoured  to  shirk 
the  matter  again ;  the  feeling  of  the 
meeting  gave  vent  to  uproarious 
applause,  and  the  infidel  had  to  go 
away  discomfited. 

The  mother  of  Hume,  the  infidel 
philosopher,  was  once  a  professor  of 
Christianity.  Dazzled  by  the  genius 
of  her  son,  she  followed  him  into  the 
mazes  of  scepticism.  Years  passed 
and  she  drew  near  the  gates  of  death, 
and  from  her  dying  bed  she  wrote : 
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"  My  dear  son, — My  health  has 
failed  me.  I  am  in  a  deep  decline. 
I  cannot  live  long.  Your  philosophy 
affords  me  no  comfort  in  my  distress. 
I  am  left  without  hope  or  consolation, 
and  my  mind  is  sinking  into  a  state 
of  despair.  I  pray  you,  hasten  home 
to  console  me,  or,  at  least,  write  to 
me  the  consolations  that  philosophy 
affords  at  the  dying  hour." 

Men  may  live  without  Christ,  but 
they  cannot  die  without  Christ.  You 
may  scoff  at  the  words  "  Heaven  "  and 
"  Hell,"  but  they  are  solemn  realities. 

Why  be  wise  for  time,  but  a  fool 
for  eternity  ? 

What  may  horrify  you  is,  that  my 
life  has  been  saved  by  the  death  of 
another,  in  my  stead,  and  that  God 
should  have  so  loved  me  as  to  give 
His  own  Son  to  cruel  torture  and 
death  for  me.     But  this  is  God's  plan. 

It  seems  worse  than  foolishness  to 
you ;  but  "  the  foolishness  of  God  is 
wiser  than  men."  And  if  you  are 
not  determined  to  die  as  a  fool,  and 
meet  the  fool's  end,  you  must  bring 
your  foolish  reasonings  and  intellect 
to  God's  plan,  and  take  God's  offer, 
and  thus  get  pardon.  If  you  reject 
so  great  Salvation,  there  remains 
nothing  for  you  but  fearful  judgment. 
Remorse,  anguish,  despair  !  why,  these 
words  don't  half  describe  what  it  will 
be  "  where  hope  will  never  come !  " 

But  why  should  you  ever  come  to 
this,  when  the  Son  of  God,  who  loved 
you  and  gave  Himself  for  you,  is  even 
now  beseeching  you  to  believe  that 
He  has  died  in  your  stead,  to  see  the 
Son  of  God  as  your  substitute,  and 
to  lay  hold  on  eternal  life. 
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I'm  going  by  the  Book. 

TWO  men,  the  one  a  foreman,  the 
other  one  of  the  carpenters  under 
him,  were  standing  on  the  deck  of 
a  steamship  then  on  the  stocks,  In  one 
of  the  shipbuilding  yards  on  the  Clyde. 

**  Well,   S ,"  said  the  foreman, 

"  I  have  been  anxious  to  have  a  con- 
versation with  you.  I'm  told  you  are 
one  of  those  people  who  say  they 
know  for  certain  that  they  are  saved. 
Is  that  true  ?" 

**Yes,"   said   S ,  "quite    true; 

thank  God,  I  know  I'm  saved  ;  in  fact, 
there  is  nothing  I'm  more  sure  of,  than 
that  I'm  saved." 

"Well,  now,"  said  the  foreman, 
"  that  is  something  I  cannot  see 
through,  how  any  man  can  say  that  he 
is  saved  as  long  as  he  is  in  this  world. 
I  think  it  is  rather  presumptuous 
for  any  one  to  say  so. 

"  I  used  to  attend  Mr. 's  place 

of  worship,  a  good  many  years  ago, 
and  several  of  the  leading  men  in  it 
pressed  on  me  to  become  a  member, 
but  I  could  not,  for  I  knew  I  was  not 
a  Christian,  and  told  them  so.  In  fact, 
I  was  disgusted  with  them.  I  knew 
so  many  who  went  to  that  place,  and 
pretended  to  remember  the  death  of 
Christ,  who  were  just  as  bad  as  I  was. 
I  left  them,  and  have  never  gone  to 
any  place  since,  for  I  concluded  the 
whole  thing  was  a  sham,  and  that  there 
was  no  reality  in  Christianity  at  all. 

"Well,"  said  S ,  "  I'm  not  at  all 

surprised  at  you,  but  there  is  a  reality 
in  being  saved,  in  being  a  child  of  God, 
and  in  knowing  it.  What  is  the  breadth 
of  this  waterway  ? "  The  foreman, 
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astonished  at  the  apparently  sudden 
change  in  the  conversation,  said,  "Why, 
14  inches  all  round,  to  be  sure  ;  what 
makes  you  ask  that,  when  you  know  ?" 

''But  are  you  quite  sure  that  it  is  to 
be  14  inches?"  said  S . 

"Certainly,"  said  the  foreman. 

*'  But  what  makes  you  so  sure  ?  " 

"  Why,  I'm  going  by  the  book,''  and 
as  he  said  so,  he  pulled  a  book  out  of 
his  pocket,  in  which  were  marked  the 
sizes  and  position  of  the  various  things 
on  the  deck.  "I'm  sure  it  is  14  inches, 
for  it  is  here  in  the  book,  and  I  got  the 
book  from  headquarters." 

"  Oh  !  I  see,"  said  S ;  "  now  look 

here  ;  that  is  exactly  how  I  know  I'm 
saved.  Fni  just  going  by  the  Book,  It 
came  from  headquarters — it  is  God's 
Word.  I  found  in  here  that  I  was  a 
lost,  condemned  sinner,  worthy  of  no- 
thing but  the  Lake  of  Fire  ;  but  I  also 
found  that  '  God  so  loved  the  world, 
that  He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son, 
that  whosoever  believeth  in  Him, 
should  not  perish,  but  have  everlasting 
life'  (John 3. 16).  I  took  God  at  His  word, 
and  I'm  saved  ;  and  you  may  be  saved 
too,  if  you  —  a  lost,  condemned  sin- 
ner— will  simply  believe  in  Jesus  and 
trust  Him  as  your  Saviour.  Then  you 
can  say  without  presumption,  I  know 
I'm  saved,  for  Fm going  by  the  Book!' 
Reader,  can  you  say,  on  the  authority 
of  God's  word,  "  I  know  I'm  saved "  .^ 
Before  it  is  too  late,  hear  the  voice  of 
Jesus  calling,  "  Come  unto  Me,  all  ye 
that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and 
I  will  give  you  rest"  (Man.  n.  28).  "He 
that  heareth  My  word,  and  believeth 
on  Him  that  sent  Me,  hath  everlasting: 
lite    (John  5. 24). 
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"I  DO  NOT  FEAR  DEATH." 

BY   FRANCES   RIDLEY   HAVERGAL. 

Extract  from  F.  R,  H. '  j  MS. ,  in  answer  to  a  remark : 
*^  Death,  which  we  all  dread y 

NO,  not  "  All ! "  One  who  has  seen 
and  accepted  God's  way  of  salvation, 
does  not  dread  death.  Perhaps  1 
shall  best  express  myself  by  doing  it  very 
personally — just  giving  my  own  experience. 

/  do  not  fear  death.  Often  I  wake  in 
the  night  and  think  of  it,  look  forward  to 
it,  with  a  thrill  of  joyful  expectation  and 
anticipation,  which  would  become  impa- 
tience, were  it  not  that  Jesus  is  my  My 
Master,  as  well  as  my  Saviour,  and  I 
feel  I  have  work  to  do  for  Him  that  I 
would  not  shirk,  and  also  that  His  time  to 
call  me  Home  will  be  the  best  and  right 
time  ;  therefore  I  am  content  to  wait. 

One  night  I  was  conscious  of  certain 
symptoms  preluding  an  all  but  fatal  attack 
(of  erysipelas)  I  had  had  once  before  on 
the  brain. 

I  knew,  if  means  failed,  it  was  prob- 
ably my  last  night  on  earth.  I  let  my 
mother  attend  to  me,  but  alarmed  no  one, 
and  I  was  left  alone  in  bed.  Then,  alone 
in  the  dark,  I  felt  it  might  be  my  last  con- 
scious hour  on  earth,  and  that  either  sleep 
or  fatal  unconsciousness  would  set  in.  I 
never  spent  a  calmer,  sweeter  hour  than 
that.  I  had  not  one  shadow  of  fear  !  only 
happy  rest  and  confidence  in  Him  "  whom 
I  have  believed." 

Was  this  delusion  ?  Could  it  be  so  in 
the  very  face  of  death,  that  great  un- 
masker  of  all  uncertainties  ?  I  knew  it 
was  not  delusion,  for  "  I  know  whom  I 
have  believed." 

It  was  not  always  thus.  I  know  as  well 
as  any  one,  what  it  is  to  "dread  death," 
and  to  put  away  the  thought  of  its  abso- 
lute certainty,  because  I  dare  not  look  it 
in  the  face. 

There  was  a  time  when  I  saw  clearly 
I  could  not  save  myself— that  I  deserved 
hell  in  many  ways,  but  in  one  most  of  all, 
viz.- -that  I  owed  the  whole  love  of  my 
heart  to  God,  and  had  not  given  it  to  Him  ; 
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that  Jesus  had  so  loved  me  as  to  die  for 
me,  and  yet  I  had  treated  Him  with  daily, 
hourly  ingratitude.  I  had  broken  the  first 
commandment,  and  as  I  owed  all  my 
life — future  and  past — to  God,  I  had  liter- 
ally "nothing  to  pay;"  for  living  to  Him, 
and  keeping  His  commands  for  the  future, 
would  not  atone  for  the  past.  I  saw  the 
sinfulness  of  my  heart  and  life.  I  could 
not  make  my  heart  better.  "  Tlie  soul  tliat 
sinneth  it  shall  die. "  So,  unless  sin  is  taken 
away,  my  soul  must  die  and  go  to  hell. 

Where  then  was  my  hope?  In  the  same 
Word  of  God  (i  John  5.  lo),  it  is  written,  "  He 
that  believeth  on  the  Son  hath  the  witness 
in  himself,"  and  (John  3. 36),  "  He  that  believ- 
eth on  the  Son  hath  everlasting  life :  and 
he  that  believeth  not  the  Son  shall  not  see 
life  ;  but  the  wrath  of  God  abideth  on  him." 

Believe  what  ? — that  He  must  keep  His 
word  and  punish  sin,  and  that  He  has  pun- 
ished it  in  the  person  of  Jesus,  our  Substi- 
tute, "  who  His  own  self  bare  our  sins  in 
His  own  body  on  the  tree  "  d  Pet.  2. 24.) 

If  Jesus  has  paid  my  debt,  and  borne 
the  punishment  of  my  sins,  I  simply  accept 
this,  and  believe  Him,  and  it  is  all  a  true 
and  real  transaction.  I  did  this — I  believ- 
ed it,  and  cast  myself,  utterly  hopeless  and 
helpless  in  myself,  at  the  feet  of  Jesus, 
took  Him  at  His  word,  and  accepted  what 
He  had  done  for  me. 

Result  ?— ^P"  Joy,  peace  in  believing,  and 
a  happy,  FULL  trust  in  Him,  which  death 
cannot  touch. 

Now  it  is  a  reality  of  realities  to  me — it 
is  so  intertwined  with  my  life,  that  I  know 
nothing  could  separate  me  from  His  love. 

I  could  not  do  without  Jesus.  I  cannot 
and  I  do  not  live  without  Him.  It  is  a  new 
and  different  life :  and  the  life  and  light 
which  takes  away  all  fear  of  death,  is 
what  I  want  others  to  have  and  enjoy. 

"Death  is  swallowed  up  in  victory.  O 
death,  where  is  thy  sting  ?  O  grave,  where 
is  thy  victory  ?  The  sting  of  death  is  sin  ; 
and  the  strength  of  sin  is  the  law.  But 
thanks  be  to  God,  which  giveth  us  the  vic- 
tory through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ" dcor.  15.34). 
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The  Settled  Account. 


"TS  that  account 
■J-  settled?"  "Yes, 
sir,  it  is,  here  is  the 
receipt  for  it."  "  Then 
put  it  away  on  the  file, 
it  is  done  with.  So  it 
was  filed  &  put  away. 
As  man  does  with 
his  earthly  accounts, 
so  God  does  with  His 
heavenly  accounts. 
We,  His  creatures, 
owed  Him  a  large 
debt;  Jesus  Christ, 
the  sinner's  Substi- 
tute, paid  the  debt  for 
us;  it  therefore  has 
become  a  settled  ac- 
count; the  receipt  in 
full  is  before  God  in 
the  person  of  His  Son, 
Can  any  receipt  for 
our  debt,  any  dis- 
charge, be  more  full 
and  complete  than 
these  words : 
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"  He  *  *  having  forgiven 
you  all  trespasses,  blot- 
ting out  the  hand-writing 
of  ordinances  that  was 
against  us  *  *  took  it  out 
of  the  way,  nailing  it  to 
His  Cross." — oolh.  14. 

If  a  man  makes 
application  for  an  ac- 
count that  has  been 
previously  paid,  he  is 
only  satisfied  upon 
our  producing  the  re- 
ceipt. Now,  if  you 
won't  believe  that 
your  debt  has  been 
paid,  and  won't  pro- 
duce the  receipt — the 
law  holds  you  as  a 
debtor  to  pay  the 
whole.  You  will  be 
pressed  to  pay  the 
great  debt  that  you 
owe.  Jesus  Christ 
has  provided  for  it; 
but  if  you  won't  be- 
lieve it  and  produce 
the  receipt,  think  of 
the  awful  conse- 
quence. 
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The  Watchword. 


IN  one  of  the  rock 
galleries  of  Gibral- 
tar, two  British 
soldiers  had  mounted 
guard,  one  at  each  end 
of  a  tunnel.  One  was 
a  Christian,  the  other 
was  seeking  Christ. 
It  was  midnight ;  and 
as  the  soldiers  were 
going  their  rounds, 
one  meditating  on 
the  blood  of  Christ 
which  had  brought 
him  peace,  the  other 
brooding  over  his 
doubts  and  fears, 
suddenly  an  officer 
challenged  the  Chris- 
tian soldier,  and  de- 
manded the  pass- 
word. ' '  The  precious 
blood  of  Christ," 
called  out  aloud  the 
startled   soldier,  for- 
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getting  the  watch- 
word in  the  thoughts 
of  his  heart.  Im- 
mediately he  cor- 
rected himself,  and 
gave  the  watchword ; 
and  the  ofl&cer, 
amazed,  passed  on. 
But  these  words  had 
run  through  the  rock 
galleries,  and,  echoed 
by  the  solid  walls,  had 
struck  upon  the  ear 
of  the  doubting  and 
seeking  soldier  as  a 
messenger  from 
heaven.  It  seemed  as 
if  an  angel  had  spoken 
with  words  direct 
from  the  throne,  "  The 
precious  blood  of 
Christ."  "  Yes,"  he 
said,  "that  is  just 
what  I  need." 

God  says  :— "  The  life  of  the  flesh 
is  in  the  blood :  and  I  have  given  it 
to  you  upon  the  altar  to  make  an 
atonement  for  your  souls  :  for  it  is  the 
blood  that  maketh  an  atonement  for 
the  soul." 
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My  Substitute. 


WHEN  I  was  a  boy,  I  saw 
a  sight  I  never  can  for- 
get—a man  tied  to  a 
cart,  and  dragged  before  the 
people's  eyes  through  the 
streets  of  my  native  town, 
his  back  torn  and  bleeding 
from  the  lash.  It  was  a 
shameful  punishment.  For 
many  offences  ?  No  ;  for  ONE 
offence.  Didanyofthetowns- 
men  offer  to  divide  the  lashes 
with  him  P  No ;  he  who  com- 
mitted the  offence  bore  the 
penalty  alone. 

When  I  was  a  student  at  the 
University,  I  saw  another 
sight  I  never  can  forget— a 
man  brought  out  to  die.  His 
arms  were  pinioned,  his  face 
was  pale  as  death— thousands 
of  eyes  were  upon  him  as  he 
came  up  from  the  jail  in  sight. 
Did  any  man  ask  to  die  in  his 
place  ?  Did  any  friend  come 
and  loose  the  rope,  and  say, 
*'  Put  it  round  my  neck,  and  I 
will  die  in  his  stead  ?  "  No  ; 
he  underwent  the  sentence  of 
the  law.  For  many  offences  P 
No  ;  for  one  offence. 

I  saw  another  sight  —  (it 
matters  not  when)— myself  a 
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sinner,  standing  on  the  brink 
of  ruin,  deserving  nought  but 
hell.  For  one  sin  ?  No ;  for 
many.  Many  sins  committed 
against  the  unchanging  laws 
of  God.  But  again  I  looked, 
and  saw  JESUS,  my  Substi- 
tute, scourged  in  my  stead, 
and  dying  on  the  cross  for  me. 
I  looked,  and  cried.  I  claimed 
Him  as  my  Saviour,  and  was 
forgiven.  I  realized  that  He 
had  taken  my  place  — and 
thanked  God  for  giving  Him 
to  die  in  my  stead. 

"  Jehovah  lifted  up  His  rod ; 
O  Christ,  it  fell  on  Thee  ! 
Thou  wast  sore  stricken  of  Thy  God; 

There's  not  one  stroke  for  me. 
Thy  tears,  Thy  blood,  beneath  it  flowed; 
Thy  bruising  healeth  me." 

How  simple  it  all  becomes 
when  God  opens  our  eyes ! 
The  law  demands  justice; 
the  Gospel  delights  in  mercy, 
through  satisfied  justice. 
Moses  blesses  the  law-doer ; 
Jesus  pardons  the  law- 
breaker, the  guilty,  and 
saves  the  lost. 

"  I  will  sing  the  wondrous  story 
Of  the  Christ  who  died  for  me, 
How  He  left  His  home  in  glory 
For  the  Cross  on  Calvary." 
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Loaded  with  Fetters. 

IT  is  told  of  a  famous  smith 
of  mediaeval  times,  that 
having  been  taken  prisoner 
and  immured  in  a  dungeon, 
he  conceived  the  idea  of  es- 
caping, and  began to  examine 
the  chain  that  bound  him, 
with  a  view  to  discover  some 
flaw  that  might  make  it  easier 
to  be  broken.  His  hope  was 
vain,  for  he  found,  from  marks 
upon  it,  that  it  was  one  of  his 
own  workmanship,  and  it  had 
always  been  his  boast  that 
none  could  ever  break  a  chain 
that  he  had  forged.  And  now 
it  was  his  own  chain  that 
bound  him ! 

It  is  thus  with  the  sinner. 
His  own  hands  have  forged 
the  chain  that  binds  him— a 
chain  which  no  human  hand 
can  break.  There  is  only  one 
way  of  deliverance.  Jesus 
can  break  the  fetters,— Jesus 
alone !  Seek  His  help  in  your 
need.  ''  If  the  Son  make  you 
free,  ye  shall  be  free  indeed." 

He  breaks  the  power  of  cancelled  sin, 
He  sets  the  prisoner  free ; 

His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean, 
His  blood  avails  for  me. 
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In  the  Stocks. 


IN  a  beautiful  English  village, 
where  the  beer-shop  at  the  cor- 
ner was  making  mischief,  as 
usual,  a  poor  drunkard,  who  had 
often  been  fined  by  the  magistrate 
for  being  drunk,  was  at  length  put 
in  the  village  Stocks,  close  by  the 
gate  of  the  church.  It  was  a  sad 
sight.  The  villagers  were  gathered 
round,  looking  on,  some  with  pity, 
some  in  derision,  and  others  in 
disgust,— the  man  in  agony. 

One  little  girl,  who  had  hold  of 
her  father's  hand,  inquired : — 
"Father,  why  have  they  put  him 
in  the  Stocks  ?  " 

"  Because  he  gets  drunk,"  replied 
the  father. 

"  Father,  when  will  they  put  you 
in  the  Stocks?"  innocently  asked 
the  child. 

The  question  set  the  father  to 
thinking,  and  he  resolved  to  stop 
where  he  was,  before  reaching  the 
Stocks.  The  drunkard's  cup  may 
brim  with  rosy  bubbles,  but  the 
dregs  are  sorrow,  shame,  and  death. 
Think  of  this.  No  man  ever  in- 
tends to  be  a  drunkard.  No  man 
can  tell  the  day  when  he  becomes 
a  drunkard.  The  only  step  that  is 
noticeable  is  the  first  one, — the  first 
glass,  and  the  best  place  to  leave 
off  is  at  the  beginning. 
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"Since  the  Marriage 
Day." 

''  XJ^W  ^o^g  have  you  been 

JlI  lying  here,  Mrs.  B P'' 

The  question  was  ad- 
dressed to  a  bed-ridden  old 
woman,  whose  worn  and 
troubled  face  told  a  tale  of 
years  of  suffering. 

"  Oh  [  a  long  while  now,"  she 
replied  wearily,  "  and  I  don't 
suppose  I  shall  ever  get  about 
again." 

''There  is  no  need  for  you  to 
behopeless  about  getting  well 
again,"  her  visitor  returned ; 
"  are  you  a  Christian  ?  " 

''  Tm  trying  to  be  one,"  she 
answered,  almost  hopelessly. 

Her  friend  was  silent  for  a 
moment,  and  then,  as  if  a  new 
thought  srtuck  him,  he  in- 
quired, "  Do  you  ever  try  to 
be  Mrs.  B P" 

"  No  !  "  she  replied,  looking 
astonished,  ''lam Mrs.  B— ." 

**  How  long  have  you  been 
Mrs.  B ?  "  he  pursued. 

"Ever  since  the  marriage 
day,"  she  answered,  with 
some  additional  surprise. 

"And  have  you  no  doubt 
about  it  P" 

"None  whatever,"  she  re- 
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turned  unhesitatingly,  and 
holding  up  her  hand,  added, 
**I  have  known  I  was  Mrs. 

B ever   since   that   ring 

was  put  on  my  hand." 

"  That  is  just  how  it  is  with 
me,"  the  visitor  said ;  "  I  do 
not  try  to  be  a  Christian,  but 
I  know  I  am  one,  and  that  I 
belong  to  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  ever  since  I  put  out 
an  empty  hand  and  received 
Him  as  my  Saviour ;  it  is  by 
nothing  that  I  have  ever  done, 
or  ever  could  do,  that  I  gained 
everlasting  life,  but  simply  by 
believing  God's  record  that 
'  while  we  were  yet  sinners, 
Christ  died  for  us,'  just  re- 
ceiving Jesus  as  my  Substi- 
tute, and  believing  that  now 
'  being  justified  by  His  blood, 
we  shall  be  saved  from  wrath 
through  Him ' "  (Rom.  5. 8,9). 

It  was  a  new  light  to  the 
poor  soul,  who  was  struggling 
on  in  darkness  and  doubt. 
How  many  are  seeking  by 
their  own  endeavours  to  earn 
that  everlasting  life  which 
God  will  sell  to  no  man,  but 
which  He  bestows  as  a  free 
gift  upon  ^'  whosoever  will." 

Have  you,  reader,  trusted 
God's  word? —and  if  not, 
why  not  P 
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It's  Got  No  Sting!" 


A  CROWD  had  gathered  on  the 
sea-shore,  and,  as  is  usual, 
attracted  others.  On  near- 
ing,  we  made  our  way  through  the 
outer  edge,  and  were  able  to  look 
over  the  heads  of  a  number  of  boys 
and  girls  who  were  intently  gazing 
on  a  slimy  serpent  which  the  show- 
man had  in  his  hands,  and  which 
curled  round  his  arms  and  neck. 
It  was  a  venomous  snake,  whose 
bite  was  of  the  deadliest ;  but  the 
man  seemed  to  have  charmed  it,  for 
though  it  shot  out  its  forked  tongue 
and  touched  him,  it  was  quite 
harmless,  and  none  of  the  evil 
effects  we  read  of  ensued.  Most  of 
the  observers  were  amazed  and 
puzzled,  some  not  a  little  fright- 
ened, and  various  were  the  remarks 
made ;  but  at  last,  one  clever  urchin 
explained  the  cause  of  its  doing  no 
harm,  and  cried  out,  *'  Oh  !  it's  got 
no  sting."  That  was  the  solution. 
The  sting,  or  venom,  had  been 
extracted,  and  the  reptile  rendered 
inoffensive. 

Why  are  we  afraid  to  die  ?  Is  it 
not  on  account  of  sin  ?  We  know 
assuredly  that  death  is  dreadful, 
and  why  ?  Because  it  has  a  sting. 
"The  sting  of  death  is   sin."    If 
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only  we  could  extract  the  sting, 
death  would  no  longer  be  terrible. 
Who  can  extract  the  deadly  poison? 
We  cannot. 

The  Lord  Jesus  Christ  has  re- 
moved it  already  for  all  who  are 
His.  In  Him  "  we  have  redemption 
through  His  blood,  even  the 
forgiveness  of  sins."  He  has  borne 
sin's  curse  :  "who  His  own  self  bare 
our  sins  in  His  own  body  on  the 
tree."  And  so  death  is  swallowed 
up  in  victory.  "  0  death,  where  is 
thy  sting  ?  0  grave,  where  is  thy 
victory  ?  The  sting  of  death  is  sin; 
and  the  strength  of  sin  is  the  law. 
But  thanks  be  to  God,  who  giveth 
us  the  victory,  through  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ." 

When  death  comes  to  the  believer 
in  Christ,  its  terrors  are  gone ;  it  is 
only  falling  asleep  in  Jesus.  It's 
got  no  sting. 

"Forasmuch  as  the  children  are 
partakers  of  flesh  and  blood.  He 
also  Himself  likewise  took  part  of 
the  same  ;  that  through  death  He 
might  destroy  him  that  had  the 
power  of  death,  that  is,  the  devil : 
and  deliver  them  who  through  fear 
of  death  were  all  their  lifetime 
subject  to  bondage  "  (Heb.  2.  u,  15). 


'^^^S^^ 
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NOW  OR  NEVER. 

{ij^?w^|HERE  are  districts  in  the 
|^^^3^  I  North  where  the  inhabitants 
jl|^^^:|  live,  to  a  great  degree,  upon 
...__..  ^^^  eggs  of  sea-birds,  which 
build  their  nests  amongst  the  high 
precipitous  rocks  on  the  sea-coast  and 
adjoining  islands. 

One  of  these  hunters  was  on  one 
occasion  at  his  usual  calling,  when  he 
discovered  a  large  nest,  some  hundred 
feet  below  him,  upon  a  ledge  of  rock. 
The  over-hanging  rock  from  which  he 
could  see  the  nest  made  it  very  diffi- 
cult to  get  at  the  spot,  as,  when  letting 
himself  down  with  a  long  rope,  he 
would  find  it  a  difficult  thing  to  get 
on  to  the  rock,  which  was  further  m- 
wards,  or  underneath,  than  the  peak 
upon  which  he  stood. 

However,  these  professional  hun- 
ters are  so  accustomed  to  difficulties 
of  the  sort,  he  determined  upon  trying 
to  reach  the  ledge.  Accordingly, 
driving  his  large  iron  stake  into  the 
ground,  and  fixing  his  rope  round  it, 
he  proceeded  to  let  himself  down  over 
the  cliff.  Safely  descending  to  the 
level  of  the  nest,  he  was  suspended 
in  mid  air  by  his  rope. 

To  reach  the  ledge,  it  was  neces- 
sary to  commence  swinging  to  and  fro. 
This  is  only  done  by  action  of  the 
body  ;  but  by  degrees  a  heavy  enough 
swing  to  and  fro  was  obtained  to  touch, 
with  his  feet,  the  ledge  of  rock.  The 
next  swing  back  he  determined  to  try 
and  land  safely  upon  the  ledge.  As 
he  approached,  it  was  necessary  to 
give  a  spring,  and  balance  himself,  so 
as  to  enable  him  to  stand  upright 
upon  the  ledge.     This  was  just  the 

84 


difficulty  ;  still,  with  skilled  hands 
and  steady  brain,  he  safely  accom- 
plished it.  Partly  congratulating  him- 
self, and  not  fully  realizing  his  posi- 
tion, without  thinking,  just  at  that 
moment,  by  mistake  he  let  go  the 
rope.  The  coil  and  seat  attached  to 
it  swung  back  with  almost  as  great 
velocity  as  when  he  was  in  it. 

In  an  instant  he  saw  his  position, 
and  as  quickly  realized  that  little 
short  of  death  stared  him  in  the  face. 
No  one  was  above  or  near  to  let  down 
another  rope,  or  to  accomplish  the 
same  feat,  to  reach  the  ledge,  as  he 
had  just  done  himself. 

He  saw  the  rope  receding,  and  then 
again  approaching  him  with  a  return 
swing.  In  cases  of  great  danger, 
thought  is  often  as  quick  as  lightning 
in  realizing  necessity  of  action.  He 
saw  that  if  he  did  not  give  a  spring 
off  the  ledge  on  to  the  rope  on  its 
first  return,  there  might  be  no  hope 
of  catching  it  on  the  second  return, 
certainly  none  on  its  third  or  follow- 
ing swings,  as  each  time  it  would  not 
come  so  near  to  him.  With  one 
bound,  just  as  the  rope  approached 
him,  on  its  first  return,  he  sprang 
from  the  ledge,  and,  nerved  as  it 
were  from  the  very  jaws  of  death,  his 
presence  of  mind  and  muscle  enabled 
him  to  hang  on  to  it,  and  once  again 
rest  safely  in  the  seat.  He  was 
rescued  !  Truly,  it  was  now  or  never ! 
He  might  have  missed  it,  and  been 
dashed  to  pieces  upon  the  rocks  some 
hundreds  of  feet  again  below  him  ;  but 
to  save  life  we  risk  all. 

My  Soul,  what  is  thy  position  ?  Is 
it  not — Now  or  Never  ?- — Yes,  it  is. 
Now  or  Never. 
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The  Drowning  Boy. 

NE  bright  summer  morn- 
ing two  boys  were  on 
their  way  to  the  village 

school  at  F .     They 

had  to  pass  a  rapid  stream, 
which  was  much  flooded  by  re- 
cent rains. 

The  younger  of  the  two,  a 
thoughtless,  giddy  lad,  amused 
himself  by  jumping  on  the  banks 
overhanging  the  stream,  much  to 
the  alarm  of  his  companion,  who 
kept  warning  him  of  his  danger. 

The  lad,  to  show  his  vaunted 
courage  and  independence,  took 
an  extra  run  and  a  jump,  which, 
however,  proved  one  too  many, 
for  away  went  the  sod,  and  the 
boy  with  it,  into  the  rushing 
torrent  below. 

Helplessly  he  was  carried  down 
the  stream,  his  courage  all  gone 
now,  and  his  rescue  depending 
solely  on  what  another  could  do 
for  him. 

His  companion  was  speechless 
with  terror;  but  it  suddenly 
struck  him  that  a  little  way  down  ' 
the  river  was  a  footbridge,  and 
hastening  with  all  speed,  he 
found,  as  he  expected,  that  the 
water  nearly  touched  the  bridge. 

He  accordingly  laid  himself  I 
flat  upon  it,  waiting  till  the  \ 
drowning  boy  should  reach  the  i 
place,  when,  with  an  energy  of 


grasp  and  determination,  he 
seized  him  by  the  collar  of  the 
coat,  and  held  him  fast. 

''Hold  me!  hold  me!"  cried 
the  frightened  boy,  in  trembling 
consciousness  that  he  was  power- 
less to  help  himself.  ''  Hold 
me  !  hold  me !  "  was  all  he  could 
say,  and  only  by  giving  himself 
over  to  the  other's  strength  and 
ceasing  to  struggle,  was  he 
rescued  from  a  watery  grave. 

Just  the  position  of  a  poor 
sinner  ;  his  rescue  from  the  waves 
and  billows  of  God's  judgment, 
depends  entirely  on  what  another 
— Christ  Jesus — has  done  for 
him.  It  was  not  the  boy's  prayer, 
*'  Hold  me  !  "  that  saved  him  ; 
his  prayer  was  only  the  outflow 
of  his  heart,  realising  his  needed 
deliverance  ;  but  it  was  the  work 
of  the  other  boy  who  saved  him  ; 
not  because  of  his  prayer,  but 
because  of  his  own  ability  and 
willingness  to  save  one  from 
death,  who,  but  a  few  moments 
before,  had  scoffed  at  his  warn- 
ings and  despised  his  entreaties. 

It  is  not  prayer  that  saves  us ; 
God  says,  ''  by  grace  are  ye  saved 
through  faith ;   and  that,  no^  of 
yourselves ;    it    is    the    gi/^    of 
God  f'  (Eph2. 8). 

"When  we  were  without  strength, 
in  due  time  Christ  died  for  the  un- 
godly "  (Rom.  s.  6). 

"  The  Son  of  God,  Who  loved  me,  and 
gave  Himself  for  me"  (Gai.  2. 20). 
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The  Transferred  Burden. 


BY  FRANCES   RIDLEY  HAVERGAL. 


"  If  our  transgressions  and  sins  be  upon  us,  and  we  pine 
away  in  them,  how  should  we  then  live?  "  (Ezek.  33.  10.) 

IF  they  are  upon  us,  how  can  we 
Hve  ?  **  For  mine  iniquities  are 
...  as  an  heavy  burden,  they  are 
too  heavy  for  me."  *'The  burden 
of  them  is  intolerable."  It  is  not  the 
sense,  but  the  burden  itself  which  can- 
not be  borne  ;  no  one  could  bear  his 
own  iniquity  without  being  sunk  lower 
and  lower,  and  at  last  to  hell,  by  it. 
It  is  only  not  felt  when  the  very 
elasticity  of  sin  within  us  keeps  us  from 
feeling  the  weight  of  the  sin  upon  us, 
or  when  the  whole  burden  is  known  to 
be  laid  upon  another.  If  this  burden 
be  upon  us,  we  cannot  walk  in  new- 
ness of  life,  we  cannot  run  in  the  way 
of  His  commandments.  **If!"  But 
is  it.^  It  is  written,  ''The  Lord  hath 
laid  on  Him  the  iniquity  of  us  all." 
On  Jesus  it  has  been  laid,  on  Him 
who  alone  could  bear  the  intolerable 
burden  ;  therefore  it  is  not  upon  His 
justified  ones,  who  accept  Him  as 
their  sinbearer. 

This  burden  is  never  divided.  He 
took  it  all — every  item,  every  detail 
of  it.  The  scapegoat  bore  "upon 
him  "  all  their  iniquities. 

Think  of  every  separate  sin,  each 
that  has  weighed  down  our  conscience, 
every  separate  transgression,  of  our 
most  careless  moments,  added  to  the 
unknown  weight  of  the  forgotten  sins 
of  our  whole  life,  and  all  this  laid 
upon  Jesus  instead  of  upon  us.  The 
sins  of  a  day  are  often  a  burden  in- 
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deed,  but  we  are  told  In  another  type, 
*'  I  have  laid  upon  Thee  the  years  of 
their  iniquity."  Think  of  the  years 
of  our  iniquity  being  upon  Jesus. 
Multiply  this  by  the  unknown  but 
equally  intolerable  sin-burdens  of  all 
His  people,  and  remember  that  *'  the 
Lord  hath  laid  on  Him  the  iniquity  of 
us  al//'  and  then  think  what  the 
strength  of  His  enduring  love  must  be, 
which  thus  bare  '*  the  sins  of  many." 
Think  of  His  bearing  them  '*  in  His 
own  body  on  the  tree,"  in  that  flesh 
and  blood  of  which  He  took  part,  and 
praise  the  love  which  has  not  left 
**  our  sins  upon  us." 

We  cannot  lay  them  upon  Him, 
Jehovah  has  done  that  already,  and 
"His  work  is  perfect."  ''  Nothing 
can  be  put  to  it,  nor  anything  taken 
from  it."  "  The  Lord  katk  laid  on 
Him  the  iniquity  of  us  all."  We  have 
only  to  look  up  and  see  Him  bearing 
the  iniquity  for  us  ;  to  put  it  still  more 
simply,  we  have  only  to  be/ieue  that 
the  Lord  has  really  done  what  He 
says  He  has  done. 

The  Son  accepted  the  awful  bur- 
den, but  it  was  the  Father's  hand 
which  laid  it  upon  Him.  It  was 
death  to  Him,  that  there  might  be 
life  to  us.  And  these  sins  being  **lald 
on  Him,"  how  shall  we  now  live? 
*'  He  died  for  all,  that  they  which  live 
should  not  henceforth  live  unto  them- 
selves, but  unto  Him  which  died  for 
them,  and  rose  again  "  (2Cor.  5. 15). 

"  On  Thee  the  Lord 

My  mighty  sins  hath  laid  ; 
And  against  Thee  Jehovah's  sword 
Flashed  forth  its  fiery  blade. 
The  stroke  of  justice  fell  on  Thee, 
That  it  might  never  fall  on  me." 


Taking  v.  Asking. 

i  asked  a  farmer  one  day  whether  he 
had  salvation  in  Christ  ?  "  No, 
indeed,  sir,  I  have  not;  but  my 
wife  and  I  are  both  very  anxious  for 
it.  There's  not  a  day  of  our  lives  but 
we  read  a  chapter  in  the  Bible  at  night, 
and  we  ask  God  to  give  it  to  us." 

"  You  ask  God  to  give  it  to  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  indeed  we  do." 

"You  are  quite  wrong,"  I  added. 
"Your  business  is  to  take  it.  God 
is  asking  you  to  be  reconciled.  What 
business  have  you  asking  God  for 
salvation,  or  to  be  reconciled  to  you, 
when  He  says  here.  He  *was  in  Christ, 
reconciling  the  world  unto  Himself '  ? 
I  want  you  to  take  Him  at  His  word, 
and  rest  on  the  finished  work  of 
Christ,  for  salvation." 

"  And  do  you  mean  to  say,  sir, 
that  I  have  not  even  to  ask  for  it  ?  " 

"  No,  for  the  work  is  finished,  and 
God  wants  you  to  believe  Jesus' 
blood  is  an  atonement  for  your  sin." 

"  Well,  sir,  I  never  thought  of  that 
before,  that  it  was  so  free  I  hadn't 
even  to  ask  for  it.  I  do  believe  in 
Jesus,  that  His  death  is  sufficient  for 
all  my  sins." 

"  And  Jesus  tells  you  that  "  he  that 
believeth  on  Me  hath  everlasting  life.'  " 

"  I  see  it  all  now,  sir ;  I  never  saw 
it  before." 

Some  months  after,  I  met  him,  a 
happy  believer,  by  taking  the  gift  of 
God — eternal  life — instead  of  going 
on  asking  for  it.  He  said  his  wife 
had  accepted  it  too ;  and  now  they 
didn't  ask  God  for  salvation,  but  they 
just  thanked  Him  for  it. 
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I  Can  Read,  if  I 
Cannot  Preach. 

^TTHE  London  City  Mission  has  some 
X  500  Missionaries  earnestly  seeking 
the  salvation  of  those  they  visit,  and 
Volumes  of  the  "  Traveller's  Guide"  are 
kept  ready  for  lending  to  any  who  are 
anxious  to  know  more  of  the  Way  of  Sal- 
vation when  time  forbids  a  longer  stay. 

It  is  told  of  one  old  man,  who  was  laid 
aside  on  a  sick  bed,  and  read  the  book 
through,  that  it  was  the  means  of  clearing 
away  the  *'  mist  and  haze  "  long  hanging 
over  his  soul,  and  he  was  determined  to 
tell  others  of  the  Saviour  that  he  had 
found.  When  the  warm  weather  came, 
and  he  was  able  to  leave  his  room,  he  be- 
took himself  to  an  old  churchyard,  which 
was  also  furnished  with  seats  and  much 
frequented  as  a  recreation  ground;  and 
there  on  a  sheltered  seat,  for  the  whole 
summer,  he  used  to  sit  and  read  aloud 
portion  after  portion  of  the  "  Traveller's 
Guide,"  to  those  around.  One  day  he  was 
found  seated  by  the  side  of  an  aged  man, 
reading"!  do  notFear Death"  (page  80), 
and  when  he  had  done,  his  sermon  began. 
Looking  firmly  into  the  face  of  his  hearers, 
he  exclaimed,  **  There,  that  is  my  experi- 
ence ;  the  Lord  Jesus  has  extracted  the 
sting  of  death  for  me,  so  that  I  now  can 
look  forward  to  it  with  satisfaction  and 
joy,  knowing  that  it  will  be  but  the  en- 
largement of  eternal  life,  which  I  have 
already  received  through  believing  in  His 
name, — this  may  be  your  experience." 
God  usedHis  simple  appeals  toHis  hearers 
as  a  means  of  blessing,  and  the  seed  was 
thus  sown  daily. 

Reader,  you  perhaps  cannot  fill  pulpit 
or  platform,  but  you  could  tell  others  of 
what  a  Saviour  Jesus  is — by  thus  reading 
aloud  on  a  public  seat,  or  in  cottage 
room.  They  would  like  to  hear,  and  you 
would  like  to  tell.  Why  not  begin  at 
once?  The  children  will  listen  eagerly, 
but  you  will  soon  find  that  you  have  an 
outside  ring  of  taller  heads. — Begin  to-day. 
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I  am  Praying  to  God 
for  Pardon, 

''T  AM  praying  to  God 
X  and  trying  to  do  my 
duty,"  said  an  old  soldier. 
''  Well,  friend,  what  are 
you  praying  to  God  for?  " 
was  the  reply.  "  Sir,  I  am 
praying  to  God  for  the 
pardon  of  my  sins."  ''But 
do  you  expect  to  get  par- 
don of  your  sins  by  pray- 
ing ?  "  "  Yes,  surely,  for  has 
He  not  told  us  to  pray?" 
"  True,  He  has  told  us  to 
pray,  but  not  for  pardon  of 
sin ;  thatwe  get  in  another 
way."  ''How  is  that?" 
"  By  simply  accepting  the 
pardon  He  has  given. 
When  your  wife  offers  you 
your  tea,  do  you  keep  on 
asking  for  it  or  take  it?" 
"  Take  it,  certainly,  at  once, 
without  asking." 

"Well,  then,  just  so  take 
Christ's  work  of  salvation, 
already  done  for  you,  as 
the  pardon  for  your  sin; 
that  is,  believe,  trust  in  the 
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Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and 
thou  shalt  be  saved.  It  is 
not  a  question  of  asking 
or  doing,  but  of  taking — 
Christ;  receiving  Christ  is 
the  act  of  faith — that  saves 
your  soul.  Don't  stop  out- 
side, asking  to  be  let  in ; 
the  door  is  open — go  in, 
and  then,  when  inside, 
ask  for  all  you  need." 


How  he  Surrendered 

Charles  Simeon,  when 
young,  read  in  a  book 
that  the  Jews  knew  what 
they  did,  when  they  trans- 
ferred their  sin  to  the 
head  of  their  offering.  The 
thought  rushed  into  his 
mind — What!  may  I  trans- 
fer all  my  guilt  to  another? 
Has  God  provided  an  Offer- 
ing for  me,  that  I  may 
lay  my  sins  on  His  head  ? 
Then,  God  willing,  I  will 
not  bear  them  on  my  own 
soul  one  moment  longer  ; 
for  I  see  that  God  laid  my 
sins  on  Jesus. 
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A  BURNT   HEN. 


DURING  a  long,  dry  summer 
in  the  north  -  west  of 
America,  a  prairie  fire 
suddenly  sprang  up  in  a  district 
where  there  were  many  settlers ; 
it  raged  along  the  country, 
burning  in  its  course  several 
farm-yards  and  wooden  houses,- 
in  some  cases  the  farmer  and  his 
family  being  unable  to  escape. 

After  the  fire  had  passed  over, 
a  relief  party  rode    out   from   a 
neighbouring  town,  to  see  if  any 
one   might   perchance   have   es- 
caped the  flames  and  would  be 
requiring  relief.      Riding  past  a 
charred  cottage,  one  of  the  men 
saw  what  appeared  to  be  a  black 
hen  sitting  on  the  ground.     On 
going  up  to  it,  he  found  that  it 
evidently   had   been   a   hen,  but 
was  quite   dead,   the   head   and 
back  being  burned  to  almost  a 
cinder ;  but  the  bird  sat  in  such 
a  striking  way,  with  her  wings 
partly  spread  out,  that  he  gave 
her  a  kick  with  his  foot,  when 
three    little    chickens    ran    out. 
Bravely  the  poor  mother  hen 
had  covered  them,  in  face  of  the 
roaring    fire ;    and   bravely    she 
had    sat     still    in    the   midst    of 
the   scorching  flames,   choosing 
rather  to  be  burned  to  death  than 
that  one  of  them  should  perish. 

This  true  story  shows  us  how 
the  Lord,  who  planted  this  in- 
stinct in  the  heart  of  the  timid 
hen,  to  defend  her  young  in  the 
hour  of  danger,  would  bring  with 
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great  force  to  our  memory  His 
words,  as  He  wept  over  Jeru- 
salem :  **  How  often  would  I 
have  gathered  thy  children  to- 
gether, as  a  hen  doth  gather  her 
brood  under  her  wings,  and  ye 
would  not!"  Had  the  little 
chickens  taken  no  heed  to  their 
mother's  cry  of  "  Chick,  chick, 
chick,"  when  she  saw  the  fire 
coriiing,  or  had  they  said  to 
themselves  :  "  We  shall  be  safer 
in  the  farmer's  house;  see  the 
big  strong  walls ;  they  can  better 
resist  the  flames  than  our  poor 
weak  mother,"  they  would  all 
certainly  have  perished.  This  is 
just  what  the  Jews  did,  and 
what  so  many  are  doing  to-day. 
They  said  :  "  Who  would  be  so 
weak  and  foolish  as  to  go  to 
Jesus  for  salvation  ?  We  have 
our  grand  temple  and  all  our 
temple  worship  ;  surely  if  we  are 
not  safe  here,  where  else  can  we 
be  safe  ?  "  But  the  Roman  ar- 
mies attacked  the  temple,  the 
fire  came  along,  and  it  was  all 
destroyed ;  yet  the  few  who  be- 
lieved in  Jesus  then,  with  the 
few  who  believe  now,  who  have 
taken  refuge  under  the  shadow 
of  His  wings,  will  be  eternally 
safe.  See  Him,  the  Substitute 
Saviour,  with  His  arms  extended 
wide  on  the  cross,  quite  dead,  yet 
providing  the  only  shelter  from 
the  wrath  to  come.  Do  not  be 
guided  by  your  own  thoughts,  or 
by  any  who  would  teach  you  to 
trust  in  any  form  of  religion  for 
Salvation.  Christ, — He,  and  He 
only, — is  able  to  save. 
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BORN   TWICE. 

BY   D.   L.  MOODY. 

NE  of  the  finest  specimens  of  a 
sincere  worshipper  was  startled 
by  Christ.  He  was  confounded 
to  think  he  must  be  born  again. 
A  great  rnany  people  have  this  subject  of 
regeneration  a  good  deal  mixed  up.  I 
have  asked  people  if  they  were  Christians. 

"  Yes,  I  think  so,"  they  say. 

**  "What  makes  you  think  so?  " 

"  Oh,  I  go  regularly  to  church." 

But  that  is  no  reason,  for  Satan  goes  to 
church.  You  may  go  to  church,  and  yet 
be  as  wicked,  and  corrupt,  and  vile  as  any 
man  living. 

Another  class  says,  "  I  have  been  bap- 
tized."    But  baptism  is  not  regeneration. 

And  then  a  great  many  say,  "  My  father 
and  mother  were  Christians ;  I  was  born  a 
Christian."  But  God  says,  *'  That  which 
is  born  of  the  flesh  is  fl-esh,  and  that  which 
is  born  of  the  Spirit  is  spirit." 

It  has  been  said  that  "  he  which  is  born 
twice,  dies  but  once  ;  but  he  that  is  born 
but  once,  dies  twice."  There  is  a  death 
of  the  body,  and  a  death  of  the  soul.  The 
great  question  of  all  is,  "Have  I  been 
born  of  the  Spirit?"  Christ  told  Nico- 
demus,  "  Except  a  man  be  born  again,  he 
cannot  see  the  kingdom  of  God."  This 
question  is  so  vast  in  importance  that  we 
should  not  be  deceived.  Take  the  Word 
of  God,  and  look  carefully — not  into  your 
own  heart  or  experience, but  into  theWord 
of  God,  and  see  if  you  are  born  of  God. 

Nicodemus  was  not  only  a  good  man, 
but  a  teacher— what  we  call  a  preacher, 
a  Doctor  of  Divinity — one  of  the  best  men 
in  Jerusalem.  Yet  He  came  to  Christ, 
and  was  startled  when  he  was  told  that 
he  must  be  born  again — that  all  his  righ- 
teousness and  morality  was,  in  the  sight 
of  God,  like  filthy  rags.  Nicodemus,  like 
all  others,  had  to  commence  at  the  bottom 
of  the  ladder.  God's  thoughts  are  dif- 
ferent from  ours.  God  says,  '*  Except  a 
man  be  born  again,  he  cannot  see  the 
kingdom  of  God."  joims.s. 
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IS   IT   ME? 


lip^W^al  HE  Bible  is  intensely  personal. 
I^f^^i  ^^^^®^»  ^*  could  not  be  more  so. 
I^^Sttl  Salvation,  it  says,  is  offered  to 

The  future  glory  is  to  attract  *' me.'' 
The  certain  hell  is  to  alarm  *'  me'* 
The  Eedeemer   on  the  cross  died  for 
"me." 

The  Spirit  is  given  to  sanctify  "  me." 
And  yet  how  many  men  invariably  love 
to  shield  themselves  behind  others,  and 
to  lose  their  own  individuality  among  the 
many.  There  is  a  mighty  power  in  associ- 
ation, both  for  good  and  for  evil.  What 
a  man  would  shudder  to  do  alone,  he  can 
readily  do  in  concert  with  others.  In 
worldly  things  he  can  boast  his  "  7"  and 
**  me,"  but  in  spiritual  things  he  seldom 
goes  beyond  the  ''we"  and  the  ''us." 
The  worldling  says  "  tve  "  ;  the  Christian 
"me."  Listen  to  the  Pharisees  of  old, 
**  We  are  Moses'  disciples,"  in  contrast 
to  the  "J  know  that  my  Bedeemer  liveth  " 
of  Job,  or  Paul's  "  I  know  whom  I  have 
believed,"  "  Who  loved  me,  and  gave 
Himself  for  me." 

The  Christian  now-a-days  can  as  boldly 
say  *'/"  and  "me"  in  reference  to  his 
sins.  *'  God  be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner  " 
is  the  penitent's  cry.  "I  was  a  blas- 
phemer," exclaims  the  forgiven  one.  The 
unsaved  says,  "  All  are  sinners,"  and 
would  add,  with  the  same  unconcern, 
"  God  is  merciful  to  all." 

Keader,  if  yet  in  your  sins,  your  "we  " 
and  "our"  must  give  place  to  "mine" 
and  "me"  in  eternity.  And  why  not 
now  ?  "li  thou  shalt  confess  with  thy 
mouth  the  Lord  Jesus,  and  shalt  believe 
in  thine  heart  that  God  hath  raised  Him 
from  the  dead,  thou  shalt  be  saved'' 
(Rom.  10. 9).  How  precious  and  how  personal. 
Mark  that  '*  thou."  Just  a  confession 
from  the  heart,  **  He  loved  me,  and  gave 
Himself  for  me,"  is  what  God  asks,  and  is 
salvation  to  you. 
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Saved  in  a  Storm. 

UETNG  the  present  summer, 
while  walking  through  Clapham 
Common,  a  heavy  storm  came 
on,  and  I  went  and  sat  under  a 
large  tree  for  shelter.  On  the  same  seat 
was  a  young  man,  and  we  at  once  entered 
into  conversation. 

He  said,  "  I  have  not  long  come  from 
Australia,  and  have  been  about  to  see  some 
of  the  sights  of  London,  and  have  just 
walked  over  from  the  Crystal  Palace." 

"  What  kind  of  a  life  do  you  spend  on 
board  ship  ?  "  I  enquired. 

"  Well,  they  are  a  wicked,  swearing  lot. 
It's  awful  to  hear  the  way  they  go  on 
sometimes  ;  but  I  don't  mix  up  with  them 
much  ;  I  have  made  friends  with  the  first 
mate,  and  he's  a  very  good  man,  so  I  don't 
get  among  them  more  than  I  can  help." 

"  The  first  mate  is  a  good  man,  is  he  ? 
What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  " 

**  Well,  he's  a  religious  sort  of  man." 

"  A  religious  sort  of  man;  what  is  that?" 

**  Oh,  well,  I  suppose  you  have  heard  of 
people  who  sing  hymns,  and  say  prayers, 
and  so  on." 

"  Oh  yes,  my  friend,  I  have  heard  a  good 
deal  of  them ;  but  do  you  know  what  they 
are  called?" 

**  Yes,  they  say  they  are  Christians,  and 
some  of  them  will  tell  you  that  they  know 
their  sins  are  forgiven." 

**  And  does  your  friend,  the  first  mate, 
say  his  sins  are  forgiven  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  and  I  believe  they  are,  for 
he's  a  very  good  man  indeed." 

"  Suppose  one  day  your  vessel  were  to 
go  to  the  bottom  with  all  on  board,  what 
would  become  of  all  those  swearing  men  ?" 

"  Oh,  they  would  all  be  lost." 

'•  What  do  you  mean ;  lost  for  all  eter- 
nity?" 

"Yes,  I  am  sure  they  would,  because 
we  read  so  in  the  Bible." 

"  And  what  would  become  of  your  friend, 
the  first  mate  ?  " 

"  Oh,  he  would  go  to  heaven." 
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"  And  where  would  you  go  to  ?  "  ' 

*'Why,  sir,  I  should  go  to  Hell." 

"  Do  you  really  believe  that  ?  and  are 
you  satisfied  to  go  on  as  you  are  now  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  do  believe  it,  for  the  Bible  says 
that  we  must  have  our  sins  forgiven  ;  and 
I  wish  I  was  a  Christian.  My  father  and 
mother  are  Christians ;  and  I  used  to  go 
with  them  to  some  preaching  meetings 
before  I  went  to  sea,  but  I  could  never 
see  it  nor  understand  it  for  myself." 

I  took  out  my  Bible,  and  said,  "  Do  you 
believe  this  to  be  the  word  of  God  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  of  course  I  do,  I  never  doubted 
that." 

"  When  God  speaks  in  His  word,  who 
does  He  speak  to  ?  " 

"  To  us,  to  sinners." 

**  Quite  so ;  now  will  you  simply  believe 
the  few  verses  I  will  read  to  you  from 
God's  word,  as  being  addressed  to  your 
own  self?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  will." 

I  read  Isaiah  liii.  6. — **  All  we  like  sheep 
have  gone  astray  ;  we  have  turned  every 
one  to  his  own  way  ;  and  the  Lord  hath 
laid  on  Him  the  iniquity  of  us  all." 

"  Who  His  Own  Self  bare  our  sins  in 
His  Own  Body  on  the  tree."  (1  Pet.  ii.  24.) 

"He  that  hearefh  My  word  and  be/ieueth 
on  Him  that  sent  Me,  hath  everlasting  life, 
and  shall  not  come  into  condemnation  ; 
but  is  passed  from  death  unto  life."  Jo. v.  24. 

"  The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  His  Son, 
cleanseth  us  from  all  sin."     (1  John  i.  7.) 

And  lastly,  **  He  that  believeth  on  the 
Son  hath  everlasting  life  ;  and  he  that 
believeth  not  the  Son  shall  not  see  life ; 
but  the  wrath  of  God  abideth  on  him." 
(John  iii.  36.) 

"  Then  do  you  mean  to  say,  that  if  I 
only  apply  that  to  myself,  that  I  shall  be 
saved?" 

•*  Yes,  friend ;  God  says,  *  He  that 
believeth  on  the  Son  7ia^^  everlasting  life."' 

"  Then,  sir,  I  do,  here  on  this  seat, 
believe  that  Christ  died  for  my  sins  ;  this 
is  what  I  have  longed  to  know  for  myself ; 
thank  you,  I  shall  not  soon  forget  your 
kindness. 
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My  Father  Gives; 
He  does  not  Sell. 


A  MOTHER  lay  dying— 
her  parched  lips  thirsted 
for  something  to  refresh 
them.  By  her  bedside 
stood  her  little  daughter, 
about  fourteen  years  old. 
Suddenly  the  thought 
struck  her  :  "  I  have  seen 
such  beautiful  grapes  in  the 
hothouses  of  the  Court  gar- 
dens; I'll  go  and  ask  how 
much  one  bunch  Avould  be. 
Oh  I  if  I  could  just  get  one 
bunch  for  niother  !  "  Away 
she  slipped  with  all  haste, 
and  soon  reached  the  first 
lodge.  The  sentry  on  guard 
asked  her  errand.  "  I  must 
see  the  king,"  said  the  little 
maid.  ''Impossible!"  re- 
plied the  stern  soldier, 
"  But  mother  is  dying,"  she 
pleaded.  "  I  can  let  no  one 
pass  these  gates,"  w^as  the 
reply.  The  poor  child's 
heart  sank,  and  she  burst 
into  tears.  Just  at  that 
moment  the  king's  son  him- 
self rode  up,  and  touched 
with  the  child's  grief,  in- 
quired the  cause  :  turning  to 
herhe  said,  "Well,  and  what 
dof/oi/ want  with  the  king?" 
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"Please,  sir,  mother's 
dying,  and  I  wanted  to  know 
what  I  could  buy  one  bunch 
of  grapes  for?  Mother's  so 
thirsty";  and  the  tears 
flowed  faster  and  faster. 
Bidding  her  follow^  him,  he 
led  her  to  one  of  the  vineries, 
and  cutting  with  his  own 
hand  a  fine  bunch  of  the  rich 
fruit,  he  gave  it  to  the 
astonished  child,  saying, 
"  My  father  does  not  sell- 
he  gives." 

We  cannot  earn  or  buy 
salvation.  Eternal  life  is  the 
GIFT  of  God.  God  so  loved 
the  world,  He  GAVE  His  Son 
to  die  in  your  stead ;  and 
God's  Word  says.  ''He  loved 
me,  and  GAVE  Himself  for 
me."  "  The  just  for  the  un- 
just !  "  The  price  of  my  life 
was  the  precious  blood  of 
Christ. 

struggling  for  Life. 


T  AW,  presents  a  man 
1^  struggling  for  life  by 
^  obedience,  but  never 
obtaining  it ;  GRACE, 
presents  a  man  receiving 
life  as  a  free  gift,  through 
faith  in  the  finished  work 
of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
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^  A  SAVIOUR, 


THE  SAVIOUR, 


or,  MY  SAVIOUR  ^' 

''^  "-_"  THE''—'' MY".  Three 

w^ords,  short,  each 
very  different  in 
meaning. 

"A"  is  the  indefinite  article, 
very  indefinite  indeed. 

A  SAVIOUR,  but  not 
mine — not  for  me.  For 
some  one  else ;  w^hose, 
I  know  not. 

''THE"  is  the  definite  article. 
THE  SAVIOUR,  that 
is,  the  only  one — not 
any  other; — no  other 
helper  or  refuge  ; 
— the  world  can  see 
there  is  the  only  one. 

''MY"  is  a  personal  pronoun. 
MY    SAVIOUR,    ap- 
propriated by  me,  has 
saved  me.     Hence, 

CHRIST  as  A  Saviour  shows 
the  need. 

CHRIST  as  THE  Saviour 
shows  there  is  but 
one. 

CHRIST  as  MY  Saviour 
shows  that  He  is  mine. 

Question— is  He  mine  ? 
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REAL^LOVE. 

I  ONCE  put  the  question, 
''Do  you  love  Jesus?" 
to  a  little  blind  boy  of 
my  acquaintance,  and  his 
tiny  frame  shook  with  emo- 
tion as,  turning  his  sight- 
less eyes  tow^ards  heaven, 
he  said  : 

''  Ye  dinna  ken  how  I  love 
Him,  or  ye'd  never  ask! 
They  ha'e  na  made  the  right 
word  yet  to  tell  o'  half  my 
love;  but  I'm  just  waitin' 
— waitin'  till  I  ha'e  the  'new 
song '  put  into  my  mouthy 
an'  then  I'll  gang  awa'  and 
tell  it  to  Himsel'." 

The  same  little  boy  was 
one  day  at  the  house  of  a 
friend,  and  a  little  girl  with 
whom  he  was  playing  said 
very  pitifully  to  him,  "  I  am 
so  sorry  you  cannot  see  me!" 

"Hoot,"  said  Ritchie,  ''it's 
nae  loss.  I  see  a  better- 
Jesus,  the  '  altogether  love- 
ly,' an'  ye  canna  beat  that." 

*'  Now  we  see  through  a  glass,  darkly ; 
but  then  face  to  face  :  now  I  know  in 
part ;  but  then  shall  I  know,  even  as  also 
I  am  known.  And  now  abideth  faith,  hope, 
charity  (love),  these  three ;  but  the  greatest 
of  these  is  charity  (love)."  i  oor.  13. 12. 

"  For  God,  who  commanded  the  light  to 
shine  out  of  darkness,  hath  shined  in  our 
hearts,  to  give  the  light  of  the  knowledge 
of  the  glory  of  God  in  the  face  of  Jesus 

Christ."    2Cor.  4. 6. 
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MAN'S  WAY 

OF 

SALVATION. 

'*  There  is  a  way  which  seem- 
eth  right  unto  a  man,  but 
the  end  thereof  are  the 
ways  of  death ."—Prov.  14. 12. 

"  Going  about  to  establish 
their  own  righteousness. 
—Rom.  10.  3. 

Morality:  -i  thank  thee  i 

am  not  as  other  men  are." 

—Luke  18.  11. 

Almsgiving:  -igivetithes 

of  all  that  I  possess." 

—Luke  18.  12. 

'*We  have  made  a  covenant 
with  death,  and  with  hell 
are  we  at    agreement."— 

Is.  28.  15. 


MAN'S  GREATEST 
NEED. 

A  man  may  want  liberty, 
and  yet  be  happy;  a  man 
may  want  food,  and  yet  be 
content;  a  man  may  want 
clothing,  and  yet  be  comfort- 
able ;  but  he  that  wants  the 
Gospel,  wants  everything 
that  can  do  him  good,  in  this 
life  and  the  next.  Nothing 
worse  can  be  imagined,  than 
to  be  without  hope  and  with- 
out God  in  this  world, 
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GOD'S  WAY 

OF 

SALVATION. 

Not  by  works  of  righteous- 
ness.— Titus  3.  5. 

Justified  by  His  blood. — Rom. 
5.  9. 

Not  redeemed  with  .  .  silver 
and  gold  .  .  but  with  the 
precious  blood  of  Christ. 

—1  Pet.  1.18. 

To  him  that  worketh  not,  but 
believeth. — Eom.  4.  5. 

Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  and  thou  shalt  be 
saved. — Acts  16.  31. 


Doing  is  a  deadly  thing, 
Doing  ends  in  death. 

Do  not  mistake,  much  that 
a  man  does,  is  right  and  pro- 
per ;  but,  if  it  is  to  be  accept- 
able to  God,  it  must  be  the 
outcome  of  spiritual  life, 
after  he  has  trusted  in  the 
finished  work  of  Christ. 
What  we  do,  must  be  the 
result  of  our  having  forgive- 
ness of  sin,  not  the  means  by 
which  we  obtain  it. 
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WHEN  THE  BEE  STUNG  MOTHER. 


A  YOUNG  boy  was  once  asked  how  long 
^^  he  had  known  his  Saviour,  and  if 
he  knew  that  all  his  sins  were  forgiven. 

**  Oh,  yes,"  he  replied  ;  "  I  know  that 
they  are  all  forgiven ;  I  am  sure  of  that." 

**  When  did  you  first  come  to  know  and 
understand  that?"  asked  the  minister. 

"  When  the  bee  stung  mother,"  said 
the  boy  quickly. 

**  When  the  bee  stung  mother  ?  Tell 
me  what  you  mean,  my  boy." 

"  Sir,"  said  the  boy,  "  I  have  a  mother, 
who  for  some  years  told  me  what  Jesus  had 
done  forme  !  but  I  never  really  understood 
and  realized  how  He  had  taken  my  place, 
and  died  in  my  stead,  until  one  summer's 
afternoon,  when  playing  at  the  door  of 
our  cottage.  Mother  was  ironing  in  the 
kitchen,  at  the  door,  with  her  sleeves 
turned  up  upon  her  arms.  Suddenly, 
whilst  I  was  playing  around  the  doorstep, 
a  large  and  apparently  much-excited  bee, 
came  buzzing  round  and  round  my  head. 
It  no  doubt  had  been  hurt,  and  seemed 
determined  to  sting.  I  was  frightened, 
and  tried  once  or  twice  to  flap  it  away 
with  my  handkerchief;  but  round  and 
round  my  head  it  came,  closer  each  time. 
At  last,  in  despair,  I  ran  inside  to  get  rid 
of  my  enemy,  and  made  for  my  mother, 
who  had  been  watching  my  injudicious 
efforts  to  free  myself  from  my  opponent ; 
and  with  a  cry  I  hid  myself  under  her 
long  white  apron. 

"  Amused  at  my  fear,  but  with  motherly 
care,  she  put  her  iron  down,  and,  with  a 
smile,  put  her  arms  outside,  as  it  were  to 
assure  me  that  I  had  full  protection. 

"  This  was  hardly  done,  before  the  bee 
settled  upon  one  of  her  bare  arms,  and 
stung  her  so  deeply  that  the  poor  thing 
was  unable  to  draw  out  its  sting,  and  in 
an  exhausted  state  crawled  down  her 
arm. 

**  My  mother,  who  felt  the  sting  sharply, 
was  taken  aback ;  but  looking  at  the  bee 
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crawling  down  her  arm,  a  thought  struck 
her  which  was  the  means  of  my  salvation. 

*•  She  said  to  me,  *  There,  you  may 
come  out  now  ;  the  bee  has  stung  mother 
instead  of  you ;  come  out  and  look  at  it 
crawling  on  mother's  arm.  It  cannot 
hurt  you  now.' 

**  Timidly  I  lifted  the  apron,  and  put 
my  head  out  to  see.  There  was  the  bee 
crawling  still  slowly  down  my  mother's 
arm  ;  and.  my  mother,  pointing  to  the 
sting  higher  up,  said,  '  There  it  is  ;  it  has 
stung  mother  instead  of  you.  You  may 
play  with  it  now  ;  it  j3annot  sting  again  ; 
see  its  sting  in  mother's  arm.  Poor 
creature,  it  has  only  one  sting  ! ' 

"  Half  afraid  and  a  Httle  sorrowful  for 
my  mother,  I  looked  at  the  sting.  My 
mother  then  went  on  to  explain  to  me  how 
I  might  play  with  the  bee  now,  and  even 
take  it  in  my  hand,  as  it  could  not  sting 
twice,  and  therefore  could  not  sting  me 
now.  She  well  applied  the  lesson,  explain- 
ing to  me  how  it  was  a  picture  of  what  for 
long  she  had  told  me,  about  Jesus  having 
taken  my  place,  and  been  punished  in  my 
stead. 

"  I  had  learned  and  often  repeated  that 
verse,  '  By  His  stripes  we  are  healed,'  but 
I  never  understood  until  then,  with  the 
bee  and  the  sting  before  us,  that  it  was 
just  a  picture  of  what  Jesus  had  permitted 
to  be  done  to  Himself — to  be  punished  in- 
stead of  us,  who  deserved  to  be  punished ; 
and  how,  if  we  claimed  that  He  had  taken 
our  place  and  been  punished  in  our  stead, 
we  could  not  be  punished.  The  law  hav- 
ing punished  Him  in  our  stead,  it  was 
powerless  now  to  punish  us. 

*  Payment  God  will  not  twice  demand ; 
First  at  my  bleeding  Surety's  hand, 
And  then  again  at  mine.' 

*'  That  moment  of  realization  !  I  shall 
never  forget  it.  It  was  all  so  clear  then. 
I  saw  and  understood  for  the  first  time, 
what  mother  had  for  long  taught  me,  how 
that  God  would  not  punish  me,  because 
He  had  already  punished  Jesus  in  my 
stead. 
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A  Lady  Sold  by  Auction. 

ILL  you  listen, 
friends,  for  a 
moment. 
While     a 
story  I  unfold ; 
A  marvellous  tale 
of  a  wonderful 
sale 
Of  a  noble  lady 
of  old  :— 
How    hand    and 
heart,  at  an  auction  mart, 
Soul  and  body,  she  was  sold." 

'Twas  in  the  broad  king's  highway, 

Near  a  century  ago, 
That  a  preacher  stood, — though  of  noble 

Telling  the  fallen  and  low  [blood, — 

Of  a  Saviour's  love,  and  a  home  above. 

And  a  peace  that  they  all  might  know. 
All  crowded  around  to  listen ; 

They  wept  at  the  wond'rous  love, 
That  could    wash   their  sins,  and  receive 

His  spotless  mansions  above  : —  [them  in 
While    slow   through    the   crowd,   a   lady 

Her  gilded  chariot  drove.  [proud 

''Make  room,"  cried  the  haughty  outrider, 
"  You  are  closing  the  king's  highway ; 

My  lady  is  late,  and  their  Majesties  wait, 
Give  way,  good  people,  I  pray." 

The  preacher  heard,  his  soul  was  stirred, 
And  he  cried  to  the  rider,  "  Nay." 

His  eye  like  the  lightning  flashes  ; 

His  voice  like  a  trumpet  rings. 
"  Your  grand  fete  days,  and  your  fashions 

Are  all  but  perishing  things,   [and  ways 
^Tis  the  king's  highway,  but  I  hold  it  to- 

In  the  name  of  the  King  of  kings."  [day 
Then, — bending  his  gaze  on  the  lady, 

And  marking  her  soft  eye  fall, — 
"  And  now  in  His  name,  a  sale  I  proclaim. 

And  bids  for  this  fair  lady  call. 
Who  will   purchase  the  whole — her  body 

Coronet,  jewels,  and  all  ?  [and  soul, 

"I  see  already  three  bidders, — 
The  World  steps  up  as  the  first, 
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'  I  will  give  her  my  treasures,  and  all  the 

For  which  my  votaries  thirst ;  [pleasures 
She  shall  dance  each  day  more  joyous  and 

With  a  quiet  grave  at  the  worst/    [gay, 
*'  But  out  spake  the  Deuil,  boldly  : 

^  The  kingdoms  of  earth  are  mine. 
Fair  lady,  thy  name,  with  an  envied  fame. 

On  their  brightest  tablets  shall  shine  ; 
Only  give  me  thy  soul,  and  I  give  thee  the 
whole. 

Their  glory  and  wealth  to  be  thine.' 

"  And  pray  what  hast  Thou  to  offer, 
Thou  U/lan  of  Sorrows  unknown  ? 

And  He  gently  said,    'My  blood   I  have 
To  purchase  her  for  mine  own.       [shed. 

To  conquer  the  grave,  and  her  soul  to  save, 
I  trod  the  winepress  alone. 

"  '  I  will  give  her  My  cross  of  suffering. 

My  cup  of  sorrow,  to  share ; 
But  with  endless  love,  in  My  home  above. 

All  shall  be  righted  there  : 
She  shall  walk  in  light,  in  a  robe  of  white, 

And  a  radiant  crown  shall  wear.' 

'^  Thou  hast  heard  the  terms,  fair  lady, 

That  each  hath  offered  for  thee. 
Which  wilt  thou  choose,  and  which  wilt 

This  life,  or  the  life  to  be  ?       [thou  lose. 
The  fable  was  mine,  but  the  choice  is  yet 

Sweet  lady,  which  of  the  three?"  [thine. 
She  took  from  her  hand  the  jewels, 

The  coronet  from  her  brow; 
"  Lord  Jesus,"  she  said,  as  she  bowed  her 

"  The  highest  bidder  art  Thou,      [head, 
Thou  gav'st  for  my  sake  Thy  life,  and  I 

Thy  offer — and  take  it  now."  [take 

'^  Amen,"  said  the  noble  preacher ; 

And  the  people  wept  aloud.  [gone 

Years  have  rolled  on — and  they  all  have 

Who  formed  that  awe-struck  crowd. 
Lady  and  throng  have  been  swept  along 

On  the  wind  like  a  morning  cloud. 
But  the  Saviour  has  claimed  His  purchase, 

And  around  His  radiant  seat, 
A  mightier  throng,  in  a  joyful  song. 

The  wond'rous  story  repeat; 
And  a  form  more  fair  is  bending  there, 

Laying  her  crown  at  His  feet. 

A  True  Incident  in  the  Life  of  ROWLAND  HILL. 
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Just  Three  Steps  to 
Heaven. 


ONLY  three  steps  !  How 
do  you  make  that  out? 
"  Why,  nothing  plainer, — 

1st  step — Out  of  self. 
2nd  step — Into  Christ. 
Srdstep — Into  Heaven." 

Christ  says,  "  I  am  the 
Door,"  and  He  says,''Come 
unto  Me";  therefore  you 
should  step  out  of  self,  and 
step  into  Christ. 

Salvation  is  very  simple. 
God  loves  and  gives  \  the 
sinner  believes  and  receives^ 
— that's  all. 


A  Solemn  Fact. 

THERE  is  a  way  for 
any  sinner  to  keep 
out  of  hell, — but  there  is 
no  way  to  get  out  of  hell. 

Jesus  says,  "  I  am  the 
Way."  But  the  rich  man 
in  hell  was  told  that  there 
was  ''  a  great  gulf  fixed.*' 
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Just  One  Thing 

Wanting. 

OW  many  nice  people 
there  are  in  the 
world;  so  kind,  lov- 
ing, generous,  so  up- 
right and  honest,  goodness 
itself;  thinking  nothing  a 
trouble  if  they  can  in  any 
way  give  others  a  helping 
hand,  willing  to  spend  and 
be  spent,  full  of  sympathy 
and  practical  philanthropy, 
loved  and  admired  by  all 
who  know  them,  temper 
and  temperament  finely 
adjusted, perfect  characters, 
charming  in  every  way ;  but, 
just  wanting  ONE  THING, 
and  that,  the  vital  thing, 
CHRIST. 

It  is  morality  w^ithoutcon- 
version,  amiability  of  the 
flesh  alone;  beauty  of  cha- 
racter untouched  by  the 
beauty  of  holiness ;  good 
citizensof  the  world,  but  not 
soldiers  of  Jesus  Christ ;  ex- 
cellent members  of  society, 
but  not  members  of  His 
Body. 

Just  like  some  exquisite 
picture  or  charming  piece 
of  sculpture,  every  feature 
and  line  perfectly  brought 
out ;  people  gather  round 
and  are  never  tired  of  gazing 
at  it,  such  wondrous  beauty, 
but  it  has  no  life,  and  is  only 
painted  canvas  or  chiselled 
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marble,  cold  and  irrespon- 
sive to  all  life  and  power. 

Just  one  thing  wanting. 
What  is  the  worth  of  a 
cypher  ?  nothing,  not  a  far- 
thing, but  with  a  one—"  1  " 
in  front,  it  is  ten  im- 
mediately. All  these  good 
virtues  in  a  man  are  just 
a  row  of  cyphers,  without 
Christ  nothing,  no  good,  life- 
less, yes,  worthless  ;  — see 
£000,000;  but  with  Christ 
we  might  put  it  thus. 
£1,000,000. 


Travelling  in  India. 

A  Hindoo  having  had  his 
conscience  awakened, 
inquired  of  various 
Brahmins  how  he 
might  make  atonement  to 
God  for  his  sins.  All  agreed 
that  it  was  by  torturing  his 
body,  that  his  guilt  was  to 
be  expiated;  and  the  mode 
recommended  was  :— 

"  Thou  must  drive  a  num- 
ber of  iron  spikes  through 
thy  sandals;  and  on  these 
sandals  thou  must  place 
thy  naked  feet,  and  w^alk  to 
the  sacred  station,  at  the 
Godavery  River  {,^'inTe.).  If, 
through  loss  of  blood,  or 
w^eakness  of  body,  thou  art 
unable  to  proceed,  thou 
mayest  halt,  and  wait  for 
healing  and  strength.  When 
thou  hast    performed    this, 


thou  mayest  'hope '  that  thy 
soul  will  be  cleansed." 

The  poor  Hindoo  was  in 
earnest  to  save  his  soul ; 
and  severe  as  the  penance 
was,  he  did  not  hesitate, 
but  immediately  set  out  on 
his  painful  journey.  At 
length  he  felt  compelled  to 
halt  beneath  a  w^ide-spread- 
ing  tree. 

It  happened  that  a  Chris- 
tian missionary  Avas  accus- 
tomed to  take  his  stand  be- 
neath this  very  tree,  and  to 
proclaim  the  words  of  life. 
The  poor  foot-sore  devotee 
had  not  been  there  long, 
before  the  missionary  came 
to  his  wonted  labour,  and 
cried  aloud,  ''  The  blood  of 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Son  of  God, 
cleanseth  from  all  sin."  He 
began  to  describe  ^^hat  sin 
was  in  the  sight  of  God,  and 
pressed  guilt  home ;  he 
showed  the  utter  hopeless- 
ness of  man's  saving  himself 
by  any  self-imposed  suffer- 
ing; and  pointed  out  God's 
way  of  salvation,  through 
the  blood-shedding  of  His 
own  well-beloved  Son. 

The  poor  Hindoo  drank  in 
every  word;  and  at  length, 
plucking  off  his  sandals, 
sprang  up,  and  cried  out, 
"  This  is  what  I  want !  "  He 
gladly  received  and  believed 
the  Word,  and  became  a 
living  witness  that  the 
blood  of  Jesus  Christ  does 
cleanse  from  all  sin. 
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"Give  it  up,  Mate." 

TELL  you  again,  mate,  'religion' 
may  do  finely  for  women  and 
children  ;  but  it  will  not  do  for 
men,'"  said  Jonathan  Winter,  a 
rough  old  miner,  to  one  of  his 
comrades,  who  had  lately  determined  to  follow 
Christ.  '*  And  as  for  you,  Roger,  I'm  sure  you 
don't  need  making  more  of  a  woman  than  you 
be  already  ;  you  be  the  softest,  most  chicken- 
hearted  chap  I  know,  and  if  you  really  are 
going  to  be  pious  and  '  Bible- reading '  into  the 
bargain,  you'll  turn  so  soft  that  a  shadow  will 
fright  you ;  give  it  up,  mate ;  give  it  up ; 
you're  only  half  a  man  as  'tis.  Whatever  will 
you  become  if  you  sticks  to  religion  ?  " 

"  Something  better  than  I  have  been," 
replied  Roger,  in  a  low  voice,  scarcely  heard 
amid  the  jests  and  laughter  of  his  mates. 

Roger  and  Jonathan,  with  about  a  hundred 
other  men,  were  employed,  some  years  ago,  in 
working  a  coal  mine.  Roger  Martin  had  been 
led  to  a  knowledge  of  his  sins,  and  to  pardon, 
through  faith  in  the  blood  of  Jesus.  He  was 
the  only  Christian  amongst  those  rough  men. 
Months  went  by,  and  Roger,  though  jeered  at 
and  annoyed,  had  never  given  up  religion. 

It  was  a  bright  day  at  noon,  when  Roger 
was  let  down  in  the  bucket  to  the  bottom  of 
the  mine.  When  he  reached  the  bottom,  he 
commenced  handing  some  tools  and  stores  to 
*'  Little  Ben,"  a  lad  sometimes  employed  below. 
The  bucket  was  soon  emptied,  and  Roger  was 
just  stepping  out,  when,  hark  !  what  sound 
was  that  which  made  his  cheek  pale  ?  It  was 
the  rushing  of  water.  His  long  experience 
made  him  aware  that  the  water  from  a  neigh- 
bouring stream  had  forced  its  way  into  the 
mine.  In  a  few  minutes,  his  fellow- workmen 
might  be  overwhelmed  and  lost. 

One  foot  was  yet  in  the  bucket — a  jerk  at 
the  rope,  and  it  would  be  raised,  and  be  saved. 
It  was  a  great  temptation  to  his  timid  nature. 
Then  he  remembered  his  comrades,  their  unfit- 
ness to  die,  their  wilful  ignorance  of  Christ's 
love.  The  thought  of  the  Saviour  nerved  his 
heart ;  he  would  not  save  himself  while  they 
were  unwarned.  Quickly  jumping  out,  he 
seized  "Little  Ben,"  placed  him  in  the  bucket, 
saying,  as  he  jerked  the  rope,  "  Tell  all  the 
village  that  the  water  is  come  in,  and  that  we 
are  probably  lost ;  btit  we  will  seek  refuge  at 
the  far  end  of  the  right  gallery.  Be  quick. 
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Good-bye."      In   a   moment    the  bucket  was 
raised,  and  "  Little  Ben  "  disappeared. 

The  mine  was  full  of  long  narrow  passages, 
from  which  the  coal  had  been  dug.  Hurrying 
along  these,  Roger  soon  reached  the  miners, 
and  told  them  their  danger.  It  was  a  terrible 
moment,  and  each  one  would  have  rushed 
hither  or  thither,  madly,  in  a  vain  effort  to 
save  himself.  His  noble  purpose  made  the 
timid  Roger  firm  and  calm.  He  told  them 
what  he  had  done,  and  bade  them  follow  him 
with  their  picks  to  the  end  of  the  right  gallery. 

It  was  the  highest  portion  of  the  mine,  and 
with  their  picks  the  men  succeeded  in  hollow- 
ing out  a  sort  of  chamber  higher  up  still, 
which  they  trusted  might  be  above  the  level 
which  the  fast  rising  water  would  reach.  A 
few  provisions  had  been  saved,  though  little 
enough  for  even  a  day's  need.  Into  this 
chamber  the  men  hurried,  there  to  wait  a  slow 
deliverance,  or  to  perish  by  hunger,  drowning, 
or  suffocation.  During  the  long,  dismal  hours 
that  followed,  Roger  prayed  and  entreated; 
and  after  the  first  excitement  had  passed,  they 
listened  as  men  listen  when  face  to  face  with 
death. 

Meanwhile,  the  friends  and  villagers  were 
doing  their  best  for  their  relief.  Guided  by 
Roger's  message,  they  sank  a  shaft  above  the 
right  gallery,  working  days  and  nights.  At 
length,  on  the  morning  of  the  fifth  day  a  muffled 
sound  of  blows  from  within,  met  the  ears  of  the 
workmen  above.  With  new  vigour  they  toiled, 
and  soon  the  poor  miners  were  reached.  Several 
were  dead ;  but  more  than  half,  and  among 
them  Roger,  were  yet  alive.  Tenderly  they 
were  carried  home  and  cared  for,  and  soon  re- 
covered the  effects  of  that  awful  time;  though 
with  many,  the  impressions  then  made  on  their 
souls  were  never  forgotten,  but  brought  forth 
good  fruit  in  their  after  lives  as  converted  men. 

Among  these  was  Jonathan  Winter,  who 
had  been  the  first  to  sneer  at  Roger's  pro- 
fession of  Christianity.  When  he  learnt  how 
Roger  might  have  saved  himself  and  "  Little 
Ben,"  leaving  the  others  to  their  fate,  he  ex- 
claimed, "  I  said  that  religion  would  make 
Roger  more  of  a  '  softy  '  than  he  was  before  ; 
but  it  seems  to  me,  mates,  it  has  made  him  do 
what  many  of  us  would  scarce  have  dared. 
The  '  Bible-reading  '  that  can  make  a  timid 
chap  like  he,  risk  life  for  the  sake  of  telling 
us  about  a  Saviour,  must  be  good  for  us  all, 
and  I,  for  one,  cast  in  my  lot  with  Roger." 
125 


FREE  SUPPER. 

N  a  town  in  the  south  of  England  a 
Christian  gentleman,  interested  in  a 
large  number  of  men  who  usually  went 
nowhere  to  hear  the  gospel,  wondered 
how  he  might  gather  such  together  to 
listen  to  the  story  of  Jesus  and  His  love. 
It  was  suggested  to  him  to  provide  a  free 
supper  for  them  at  an  hour  when  they 
would  likely  be  able  to  assemble,  and  after 
it  to  have  several  gospel  addresses.  Ar- 
rangements were  made  accordingly,  and 
tickets  distributed.  A  friend  of  the 
writer's,  in  giving  away  these  tickets,  went 
up  to  a  man  and  said, — 

"  Friend,  will  you  come  to  a  supper  to- 
night ?  "      "  Do  what  ?  ''  said  he. 

"  Come  to  a  supper." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  the  man, 
amazed  at  the  odd  kind  of  invitation. 

"  Well,  there  will  be  a  supper  to-night 
in  St.  James'  Hall,  and  it's  free,  and  I  am 
giving  you  an  invitation  to  it ;  and  if  you 
will  come,  we  will  be  glad  to  see  you.'' 

The  man  looked- a  little  incredulous,  and 
replied,  after  a  moment's  thought,  "  Well, 
I  like  suppers  well  enough,  but  this  is  too 
good  to  be  true.  I  can't  take  it  in.  I 
must  have  black  and  white  for  it." 

*'  Very  good,"  said  my  friend ;  "  now  if 
you  see  black  and  white  for  it,  will  you 
believe  it  ?  "     ''  Yes,  I  will." 

Offering  him  a  ticket,  he  said,  "Well, 
there  you  are  ;  that  will  admit  you." 

The  man  took  it,  and  read  it  carefully. 
Surprised,  yet  satisfied,  he  said,  "  I'll  be 
there,  sir ;  thank'ee." 

The  time  soon  came  for  the  supper,  and 
amongst  the  earliest  arrivals  was  the  man 
who  required  such  unmistakable  proof  of 
the  truth  of  a  free  meal.  Supper  over,  all 
satisfied,  excitement  toned  down,  earnest 
addresses  began,  which  were  listened  to 
amid  breathless  silence.  As  the  wondrous 
news  of  the  love  of  God  was  told  out,  and 
the  heart-melting  story  of  the  sufferings  of 
Jesus  on  Calvary's  cross  to  save  sinners 
from  a  burning  hell, — men,  whose  hearts 
had  hardened  in  habitual  sin  and  grown 
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accustomed  to  vice,  and  wlio  had  spent 
years  in  jail,  stretched  forth  their  necks, 
and  listened  to  every  word.  Soon,  down 
many  weather-beaten  faces  tears  chased 
their  way.  The  result  of  that  meeting  and 
similar  ones,  eternity  alone  will  disclose. 

The  meeting  over,  my  friend  went  up  to 
the  man  whom  he  had  spoken  to,  and 
asked  if  he  knew  Jesus  as  a  Saviour. 

"  No  !  "  he  replied  j  "  but,  Grod  helping 
me,  I  will  leave  this  meeting  and  turn  over 
a  new  leaf." 

*^  Well,  but  supposing  you  do  turn  over 
a  new  leaf  and  never  sin  again,  what  about 
the  old  leaves  ?  " 

"Ah ! "  said  he,  "I  forgot  all  about  that.'' 

"  Yes,  but  God  has  not  forgotten  them. 
He  knows  all  that  you  have  been  and  are; 
and  though  you  deserve  to  be^punished  for 
those  sins,  yet  He  in  love  gave  Christ  to 
die  for  the  ungodly,  and  if  you  will  only 
trust  in  Him,  He  will  save  you. 

"  But  how  can  I  know  it." 

"  You  wanted  black  and  white  for  the 
supper,  didn't  you?"  said  my  friend,  "and 
when  you  saw  it,  you  believed.  Now,  I 
will  give  you  black  and  white  for  eternal 
life;"  and  turning  over  to  John  3.  16, 
John  5.  24,  he  showed  him  from  Grod's 
Word  that  all  who  truly  believe  in  Jesus 
have  everlasting  life,  and  they  may  hnow 
they  have  it  from  God's  own  written  Word. 
The  printed  invitation  to  supper  was  suffi- 
cient to  satisfy  him  that  it  would  be  as  the 
ticket  said — he  believed  it,  and  came.  Even 
so  God  has  provided  for  all  our  need.  We 
might  well  wonder  at  such  love.  We  were 
His  enemies,  yet  He  had  compassion  upon 
us — the  love  was  His,  and  the  cost  was  His. 
What  a  cost !  he  spared  not  His  oum  Son, 
but  gave  Him  up  for  us  all ;  and  He  now 
sends  out  invitations  telling  us  how  ready 
He  is  to  save.  He  only  requires  one  thing 
from  us,  and  that  is  to  believe  His  Word ; 
for  He  says:  — 

"  Be  it  'known  unto  you  therefore,  men 
and  brethren,  that  through  this  man  is 
preached  unto  you  the  forgiveness  of  sins  : 
and  by  Him  all  that  believe  are  justified 

from  ^LL  things  "-^Acts  13, 38, 39) 
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story  of  an 
Artist's  Studio. 

EAKS  ago,  a  painter 
stood  in  his  studio,  his 
right  thumb  to  the  belt 
of  his  blouse,  and  his 
left  hand  holding  the 
pipe  he  had  withdrawn 
from  his  lips,  in  honour 
of  his  visitor.  Father 
Hugo,  the  Vicar  of  the 
rich  Church  of  St.  Jerome.  The  artist 
had  not  yet  reached  middle  age.  He  was 
famous  in  Diisseldorf,  and  some  said  that 
his  name  would  some  day  be  known 
world-wide.  When  that  day  came,  Sten- 
burg  ruefully  thought  that  he  would  be 
past  the  enjoyment  of  riches  which  tar- 
ried so  long.  Still,  he  managed  to  enjoy 
life  in  the  present.  He  loved  his  art. 
Now  and  again  he  became  so  absorbed 
in  his  work,  that  he  forgot  all  else  than 
the  picture  upon  his  easel. 

Still,  though  good  work  he  had  done,  he 
had  as  yet  never  satisfied  himself,  nor 
reached  his  own  ideal.  His  was  good 
work,  but  he  desired  something  more. 
Thus  Stenburg  was  not  a  satisfied  man. 
Otherwise,  to  the  world,  he  appeared  a 
jolly,  prosperous  man,  who  displayed,  on 
occasion,  a  shrewd  business  capacity, 
and  one  who  knew  his  own  interests  well. 
He  was  speaking  now. 

"  No,  Keverend  Father;  the  sum  you 
offer  would  but  ill  repay  me  for  the  labour 
of  so  large  an  altar-piece  as  you  honour 
me  by  naming.  It  must  have  many 
figures,  all  carefully  studied.  The  cruci- 
fixion is  not  an  easy  subject,  and  it  has 
been  so  often  taken,  that  it  would  be 
difficult  to  compose  a  picture  different — 
as  I  should  wish  it  to  be — from  others." 

"  I  will  not    Hmit  you  to    the  price. 

You  are  an  honest  man.  Sir  Painter,  and 

the  Church  of  St.  Jerome  will  not  pay  for 

the  altar-piece.     It  is  to  be  the  gift  of  a 

.  penitent." 
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"  So !  That  makes  a  difference.  Ke- 
turn,  Reverend  Father,  a  month  from  to- 
day, and  studies  for  the  work  shall  be 
ready." 

So  they  parted,  both  well  pleased,  and 
during  the  following  weeks  Stenburg 
studied  the  composition  of  the  altar-piece, 
and  penetrated  into  the  Jewish  Strasse 
for  models  for  his  figures. 

Father  Jerome  was  satisfied.  He  de- 
sired the  central  point  of  the  picture  to 
be  the  Cross  of  the  Redeemer,  and  left  the 
grouping  of  the  accessories  to  the  artist. 
From  time  to  time  the  Vicar  dropped  in 
to  inspect  the  progress  of  the  work. 

With  the  bursting  of  the  young  green 
leaves,  and  the  upspringing  of  the  first 
flowers,  a  hunger  had  seized  upon  the 
artist's  soul  to  leave  Diisseldorf,  and  with 
his  sketch-book  wander  over  the  sur- 
rounding country.  On  the  borders  of  the 
forest  he  came  one  day  upon  a  gippy  girl 
plaiting  straw  baskets.  Her  face  was 
beautiful;  her  coal-black  hairfell  in  waving 
ripples  to  her  waist ;  and  her  poor,  tattered, 
red  dress,  faded  and  sunburnt  to  many 
hues,  added  to  her  picturesque  appearance. 
But  her  eyes  were  the  feature  that  caught 
the  artist's  regard, — restless,  limpid,  black 
eyes,  whose  expression  changed  every 
moment :  pain,  joy,  fun,  and  roguery  were 
reflected  in  their  depths  as  swiftly  as  the 
cloud  shadows  chase  each  other  across  a 
lake. 

**  What  a  capital  picture  she  would 
make!"  thought  Stenburg;"  but  then, 
who  would  buy  a  gispy  girl  ?     No  one  !  " 

The  gipsies  were  looked  upon  in  Diis- 
seldorf with  hatred,  and  even  to  this  day 
the  fact  of  being  a  gipsy  is,  in  the  eyes 
of  the  law,  a  punishable  offence. 

The  girl  noticed  the  artist,  and,  fling- 
ing her  straw  down,  sprang  up,  raising 
her  hands  above  her  head,  and  snapping 
her  fingers  to  keep  time,  danced  hghtly 
and  gracefully  before  him,  showing  her 
white  teeth,  her  glance  sparkling  with 
merriment. 

"  Stand  I "  cried  Stenburg,  and  he 
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rapidly  sketched  her.  Quickly  as  he 
drew,  it  was  a  weary  position  for  the  girl 
to  maintain;  butshenever  flinched, though 
a  sigh  of  relief,  as  her  arms  dropped  and 
she  stood  at  rest  before  him,  attested  to 
the  artist  the  strain  the  attitude  had  been. 

"  She  is  not  only  beautiful,  she  is  bet- 
ter— a  capital  model.  I  will  paint  her 
as  a  Spanish  dancing  girl." 

So  a  bargain  was  struck.  Pepita  was 
to  come  thrice  a  week  to  Stenburg's 
house  to  be  painted.  Duly  at  the  ap- 
pointed hour  she  arrived.  She  was  full 
of  wonder.  Her  great  eyes  roved  round 
the  studio,  glancing  on  the  pieces  of 
armour,  pottery,  and  carving.  Presently 
she  began  examining  the  pictures, — and 
soon  the  great  altar-piece,  now  nearing 
its  completion,  caught  her  attention. 
For  days  she  gazed  at  it  intently.  At 
last  in  an  awed  voice  she  asked  : — 

**  Who  is  that  ?  "  pointing  to  the  most 
prominent  figure. 

**  The  Christ,"  answered  Stenburg 
carelessly. 

**  What  is  being  done  to  Him  ?  " 

**  Being  crucified,"  ejaculated  the  artist. 
**  Turn  a  httle  to  the  right.  There  !  that 
will  do." 

Stenburg,  with  his  brush  in  his  fingers, 
was  a  man  of  few  words. 

**  Who  are  those  people  about  Him — 
those  with  the  bad  faces  ?  " 

*'  Now,  look  here,"  said  the  artist,  "  I 
cannot  talk  to  you.  You  have  nothing  to 
do  but  stand  as  I  tell  you." 

The  girl  dare  not  speak  again,  but  she 
continued  to  gaze  and  speculate.  Every 
time  she  came  to  the  studio  the  fasci- 
nation of  the  picture  grew  upon  her. 
Sometimes  she  ventured  an  inquiry,  for 
her  curiosity  consumed  her. 

"Why  did  they  crucify  Him?  Was 
He  bad,  very  bad  ?  "      **  No  ;  very  good." 

That  was  all  she  learnt  at  one  inter- 
view, but  she  treasured  each  word, — and 
every  sentence  was  so  much  more  known 
of  the  mystery. 

**  Then,  if  He  was  good,  why  did  they 
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do  so?  Was  it  for  a  short  time  only? 
Did  they  let  Hinigo?" 

**It    was    because "       The    artist 

paused  with  his  head  on  one  side,  stepped 
forward,,  and  arranged  her  sash. 

"  Because,"  repeated  Pepita  breath- 
lessly. 

The  artist  went  back  to  his  easel ;  then 
looking  at  her,  the  eager,  questioning  face 
moved  his  pity. 

**  Listen.  I  will  tell  you  once  for  all, 
and  then  ask  no  further  questions  "  ;  and 
he  told  her  the  story  of  the  Cross — new 
to  Pepita,  though  so  old  to  the  artist, 
that  it  had  ceased  to  touch  him.  He 
could  paint  that  dying  agony,  and  not  a 
nerve  of  his  quivered ;  but  the  thought  of 
it  wrung  her  heart.  Her  great  black  eyes 
swam  in  tears,  which  the  fiery  gipsy  pride 
forbade  to  fall. 

The  altar-piece  and  the  Spanish  danc- 
ing girl  were  finished  simultaneously. 
Pepita's  last  visit  to  the  studio  had  come. 
She  looked  upon  the  beautiful  representa- 
tion of  herself  without  emotion,  but 
turned  and  stood  before  the  altar-piece, 
unable  to  leave  it. 

"Come,"  said  the  artist,  "here  is  your 
money,  and  a  gold  piece  over  and  above, 
for  you  have  brought  me  good  luck,  the 
'  Dancing-girl '  is  already  sold  :  I  shall 
want  you  some  time  perhaps  again,  but 
we  must  not  overstock  the  market  with 
even  your  pretty  face." 

The  girl  turned  slowly. 

"  Thanks,  Signor  ! "  but  her  eyes,  full 
of  emotion,  were  solemn.  "You  must 
love  Him  very  much,  Signor,  when  He 
has  done  all  that  for  you,  do  you  not  ?  " 

The  face  into  which  she  looked  flushed 
crimson.  The  artist  was  ashamed.  The 
girl,  in  her  poor,  faded  dress,  passed  from 
his  studio,  but  her  plaintive  words  rang 
in  his  heart.  He  tried  to  forget  them, 
but  impossible.  He  hastened  to  send  the 
picture  to  its  destination ;  still  he  could 
not  forget,  "all  that  for  you." 

At  last  the  pain  was  not  to  be  borne. 
He  would  face  it  and  conquer  it.  He 
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went  to  confession :  Father  Hugo  ques- 
tioned Stenburg.  He  believed  all  the 
doctrines  of  the  Church.  So  the  Vicar 
gave  him  absolution,  and  assured  him 
that  "  all  was  well."  The  artist  allowed 
a  liberal  discount  on  his  altar-piece,  and 
for  a  week  or  two  felt  at  ease.  But  then 
up  rose  the  old  question,  **  You  must  love 
Him  very  much,  do  you  not  ?  "  and  would 
be  answered.  He  grew  restless,  and  could 
not  settle  to  his  work.  So .  wandering 
about  he  heard  of  things  which  had  not 
come  under  his  notice  before.  One  day 
he  saw  a  group  of  persons  hastening  to  a 
house  near  the  walls,  a  poor  place,  and 
then  he  noticed  others  coming  in  the 
opposite  direction,  and  they,  too,  passed 
into  its  low  doorway.  He  asked  what 
was  happening  there,  but  the  man  he 
questioned  could  not  satisfy  him.  This 
roused  his  curiosity, 

A  few  days  later  he  learned  that  a 
stranger,  one  of  the  "Reformed,"  lived 
there — one  of  those  despised  men  who 
appealed  on  every  occasion  to  the  Word 
of  God.  It  was  hardly  respectable, 
hardly  safe,  even  to  know  them.  Yet 
perhaps  here  he  might  find  that  which  he 
sought.  They  might  possess  the  secret 
of  peace.  So  Stenburg  went  to  observe, 
perhaps  to  enquire,  certainly  not  to  join 
them;  but  a  man  cannot  approach  fire 
and  remain  cold.  This  Reformed  preacher 
spoke  and  looked  as  one  who  was  walking 
the  earth  with  Christ;  yes,  one  to  whom 
He  was  all.  Stenburg  found  what  he 
longed  for — a  liuing  faith.  His  new 
friend  lent  him  for  a  time  a  precious  copy 
of  the  New  Testament,  but,  hunted  from 
Diisseldorf  after  a  few  weeks,  he  left,  and 
had  to  take  the  Book  with  him  ;  but  its 
essence  was  left  in  Stenburg's  heart. 

Ah  !  no  need  to  question  now.  He 
felt  in  his  soul  the  fire  of  an  ardent  love. 
"  Did  all  that  for  me !  How  can  I  ever 
tell  men  of  that  love,  that  boundless  love, 
which  can  brighten  their  lives,  as  it  has 
mine  ?  It  is  for  them  too,  but  they  do 
not  see  it,  as  I  did  not.  How  can  I  preach 
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it  ?  I  cannot  speak.  I  am  a  man  of  few 
words.  If  I  were  to  try  I  could  never 
speak  it  out.  It  burns  in  my  heart,  but 
I  cannot  express  it — the  love  of  Christ!'' 
So  thinking,  the  artist  idly  drew  with  a 
piece  of  charcoal  in  his  fingers  a  rough 
sketch  of  a  thorn-crowned  head.  His 
eyes  grew  moist  as  he  did  so.  Suddenly 
the  thought  flashed  through  his  soul,  "  I 
can  paint !  My  brush  must  proclaim  it. 
Ah  !  in  that  altar-piece  His  face  was  all 
agony.  But  that  was  not  the  truth. 
Love  unutterable,  infinite  compassion, 
willing  sacrifice  !  " 

The  artist  fell  on  his  knees,  and  prayed 
to  paint  worthily,  and  thus  speak. 

And  then  he  wrought.  The  fire  of 
genius  blazed  up — up  to  the  highest  fibre 
of  his  power ;  nay,  beyond  it.  The  new 
picture  of  the  crucifixion  was  a  wonder — 
almost  Divine. 

He  would  not  sell  it.  He  gave  it  a  free- 
will offering  to  his  native  city.  It  was 
hung  in  the  public  gallery,  and  there  the 
citizens  flocked  to  see  it,  and  voices  were 
hushed  and  hearts  melted  as  they  stood 
before  it,  and  the  burghers  returned  to 
their  homes  knowing  the  love  of  God, 
and  repeating  to  themselves  the  words 
written  so  distinctly  beneath — 
"  All  this  I  did  for  thee  ; 
What  hast  thou  done  for  Me  ?  " 

Stenburg  also  used  to  go  there,  and 
watching  far  back  from  the  corner  in  the 
gallery  the  people  who  gathered  about  the 
picture,  he  prayed  God  to  bless  his  painted 
sermon.  One  day  he  observed,  when  the 
rest  of  the  visitors  had  left,  a  poor  girl 
standing  weeping  bitterly  before  it.  The 
artist  approached  her.  "  What  grieves 
thee,  child  ?  "  he  asked. 

The  girl  turned  :  she  was  Pepita. 
"  Oh  !  Signor,  //  He  had  but  loued  me  so," 
she  said,  pointing  to  the  face  of  yearning 
love,  bending  above  them.  "  I  am  only  a 
poor  gipsy.  For  you  is  the  love,  but  not 
for  such  as  /;  "  and  her  despairing  tears 
fell  unrestrained. 

'*  Pepita,  it  was  also  all  for  thee."    And 

133 


then  the  artist  told  her  all.  Until  the 
late  hour  at  which  the  gallery  closed  they 
sat  and  talked.  The  painter  did  not 
weary  now  of  answering  her  questions, 
for  the  subject  was  the  one  he  loved 
best.  He  told  the  girl  the  story  of  that 
wondrous  life,  magnificent  death,  and 
crowning  glory  of  resurrection,  and  also 
explained  to  her  the  union  that  redeeming 
love  effected.  She  listened,  received,  and 
believed  his  words.  "  All  this  I  did  for  thee. " 
*  *  *  * 

Years  after,  when  both  the  painter  and 
the  gipsy  girl  had  met  in  another  land, 
^  g^y  yo^iig  nobleman  drove  in  his 
splendid  equipage  into  Diisseldorf,  and 
while  his  horses  were  baited,  wandered 
into  that  famous  gallery.  He  was  rich, 
young,  intelligent, — the  world  bright,  and 
its  treasures  within  his  grasp.  He  stood 
before  Stenburg's  picture  arrested.  He 
read  and  re-read  the  legend  on  the  frame. 
He  could  not  tear  himself  away, — it  grew 
into  his  heart.  The  love  of  Christ  laid 
its  powerful  grasp  on  his  soul.  Hours 
passed ;  the  light  faded ;  the  curator 
touched  the  weeping  nobleman,  and  told 
him  it  was  time  to  close  the  gallery. 
Night  had  come, — nay !  rather  for  that 
young  man,  the  dawn  of  eternal  Life. 
He  was  Zinzendorf.  He  returned  to  the 
Inn  and  re-entered  his  carriage,  but  to 
turn  his  back  on  Paris,  and  seek  again 
his  home.  From  that  moment  he  threw 
life,  fortune,  fame,  at  the  feet  of  Him 
Who  had  whispered  to  his  heart, — 

"  All  this  I  did  for  thee  ; 
What  hast  thou  done  for  Me  ?  " 

Zinzendorf,  the  father  of  the  Moravian 
Missions,  answered  that* question  by  his 
devoted  life  and  his  welcomed  death. 

Stenburg's  picture  no  longer  hangs  in 
the  gallery  of  Diisseldorf,  for  when  some 
years  ago  the  gallery  was  destroyed  by 
fire,  it  perished;  but  it  preached,  and 
•God  used  it  to  tell  of  His  gift— Calvary's 
Substitute — of  Whom  Paul  said,  "  He 
loved  me  and  gave  Himself  for  me." 
Can  you,  reader,  say  "and  for  me"? 
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Death-bed  Repentance. 

|.^^w|OW  many  there  are  who  do 
C^^^:  not  mean  to  be  lost,  but  are 
iii^lisl  content  to  quiet  their  con- 
^^'^^**'^^^  sciences  by  resolving  to  come 
to  Christ  upon  their  death-bed. 

When  a  boy  of  about  fourteen  I  was 
in  church  one  Sunday,  listening  to  the 
clergyman,  when  he  said — 

'*  My  brethren,  just  before  I  came 
to  service  this  morning,  I  attended  the 
bedside  of  a  poor  woman,  a  member 
of  this  congregation,  who  was  dying. 
I  spoke  to  her  about  her  soul,  and  she 
listened  with  great  attention.  When 
I  pointed  out  to  her  the  danger  of 
meeting  her  God  unforgiven,  she  cried 
for  mercy,  and  a  few  minutes  after- 
wards she  died.  I  believe  she  has 
gone  to  heaven." 

I  may  not  have  given  the  preacher's 
exact  words,  but  the  impression  they 
left  on  my  mind  was,  that  a  man 
might  live  as  he  liked,  and  that  on  his 
death-bed  he  might  cry  for  mercy,  be 
forgiven,  and  go  to  heaven.  As  I  sat 
in  the  church,  I  said  to  myself,  *'  That 
is  exactly  what  I  will  do,  and  I  will 
enjoy  life  in  my  own  way."  I  de- 
liberately formed  this  resolution,  and 
lived  accordingly.  I  joined  in  all  the 
pleasures  going  on  around  me,  and 
tried  to  keep  God  out  of  my  thoughts. 
If  any  one  talked  about  the  possi- 
bility of  going  to  hell,  **  No,  no,"  I 
used  to  think,  *'  I  am  going  to  cry  for 
mercy  on  my  death-bed." 

Years  passed  on.  I  joined  the 
army,  and,  in  1870,  sailed  with  my 
regiment  for  India.  I  lived  a  careless, 
godless  life,  trying  to  forget  the 
eternity  which  lay  before   me.     The 
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thought  sometimes  would  strike  rhe, 
"What  will  be  the  end  of  the  life  I 
am  leading?"  But  Satan  always  had 
his  answer  ready,  *'  On  my  death-bed, 
I  am  going  to  ay  for  mercy.  ^ 

During  the  first  year  of  my  life  in 
India,  I  obtained  leave  of  absence  for 
a  few  days,  got  wet  through  while 
shooting,  and  returned  to  the  canton- 
ment suffering  from  an  acute  attack  of 
illness.  I  was  living  at  that  time  in 
the    same    bungalow  as    one    of    our 

regimental     surgeons,     G ,     with 

whom  I  was  on  very  intimate  terms. 
When  he  came  to  my  bedside  to  pre- 
scribe for  me,  I  saw  that  ^:ie  looked 
grave,  so  I  said  to  him — 

*•  What  do  you  think  of  me,  G ? 

Tell  me  honestly  if  you  think  I  am 
going  to  die,  as  I  wish  to  know." 

He  replied  with  some  hesitation, 
''  To  tell  you  the  honest  truth,  I  think 
unless  you  take  a  deoided  turn  for  the 
better  within  an  hour,  you  will  pro- 
bably be  dead  in  two  or  three  hours." 

"Thank  you,"  I  answered,  "then 
will  you  kindly  leave  me  by  myself, 
and  come  back  to  see  me  at  the  end  of 
an  hour  ?  " 

G left  me  alone.      "  And  now," 

said  I,  "  the  time  has  come  of  which  I 
have  thought  so  often  ;  I  must  cry  for 
mercy!'  I  looked  at  my  watch  and 
noticed  the  exact  time.  After  lying 
quiet  for  a  few  minutes  to  collect  my 
thoughts,  I  looked  again  at  my  watch, 
and  found  that  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
had  slipped  away.  I  was  startled,  but 
repeating  to  myself,  "Now  I  must  cry 
for  mercy!'  lay  back  on  my  bed. 

My  thoughts  flew  to  my  home  in 
England,  and  I  wondered  how  those  I 
loved  would  hear  of  my  death,   and 
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what  they  would  think  and  say,  and 
again  I  looked  at  my  watch.  Only 
twenty  minutes  left !  In  deep  distress 
I  tried  to  think  of  the  words  in  which 
I  should  ''cry  for  mercy,"  but  could 
not  think  of  any  words  whatever. 
Then  I  sank  down  upon  the  pillow, 
and  realized  to  my  horror  that  I  was 
so  weak  from  my  illness  that,  do  what 
I  would,  I  could  not  collect  my 
thoughts  sufficiently  to  cry  for  mercy. 

Once  more  I  looked  at  my  watch. 
Two  or  three  minutes  only  of  the  hour 
were  left  me.  I  thought  I  should 
probably  soon  become  unconscious. 
This  roused  me  to  a  desperate  effort, 
and  raising  myself  on  to  my  knees,  I 
tried,  as  a  last  resource,  to  say  the 
Lord's  prayer. 

I  began  "  Our  Father  which  art — ," 
but  this  was  all  that  I  could  remember. 
I  was  too  ill  to  recall  what  came  next, 
and  fell  down  upon  my  bed  in  anguish, 
but  fully  realizing  that  on  my  death-bed 
it  was  too  late  to  cry  for  mercy. 

It'pleased  God  to  spare  my  life,  and 
some  time  after  I  heard  the  Gospel  of 
free  and  full  salvation.  The  preacher 
pointed  out  that  ''Christ  Jesus  came 
into  the  world  to  save  sinners,"  and 
that  if  any  man  came  as  a  sinner  to 
Christ,  believing  in  Him,  and  trusting 
in  Him,  that  very  moment  Christ 
would  receive  him,  however  vile  and 
sinful  he  might  be,  and  would  give  him 
eternal  life.  "  Now,"  cried  he,  "  is  the 
accepted  time." 

It  flashed  across  my  mind,  *'  What 
folly  to  delay!  "  Through  grace  I  came 
to  Christ,  and  since  that  moment  have 
been  blessed  with  the  knowledge  of 
my  perfect  safety  for  time  and  for 
eternity. 
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Is  it  Far  to  Hell? 


STRANGERS,  when 
they  visit  the 
eoal-fields,  "are  often 
desirous  of  seeing  how 
the  mining  operations 
are  carried  on,  and  for 
this  purpose  they  go 
down  with  some  of  the 
miners  into  the  coal- 
pits. One  day  a  gentle- 
man was  going  down, 
accompanied  by  a 
miner,  who  was  to 
show  him  through  the 
mine,  and  to  explain 
the  working  of  the 
different  parts  of  it. 
This  miner  was  a  sim- 
ple-hearted and  earn-  \ 
est  Christian,  and,  as 
they  were  let  down  | 
into  the  darkness,  he  I 
was  shocked  at  the 
language  of  the  gen- 
tleman, who  added  an 
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oath,  or  some  blasphe- 
mous expression,  to 
almost  every  sentence 
he  uttered.  Down  and 
down  they  went,  when 
the  gentleman  said, 
"  Do  you  think  it  is  as 
far  to  hell  as  it  is  to 
the  bottom?" 

"  I  don't  know,  sir," 
replied  the  miner, 
"  how  far  it  is  to  hell; 
but,  judging  from  your 
language,  I  know  that 
if  this  rope  were  to 
break  you'd  be  there 
in  less  than  a  minute. ' ' 


Sin  and  Crime. 

NO  one  objects  to  be 
called  a  sinner; 
but  call  him  a  crimin- 
al, and  he  is  greatly 
offended.  The  former 
has  sinned  against  God, 
the  other  against  man. 
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Where  do  you 

belong  to  ? 

A  MAN  said  to  me  the 
-^^  other  day  that  he  hear- 
tily believed  that  Jesus  died 
for  the  sin  of  the  world. 

^^Well,"  I  replied,  ^'has 
He  died  for  you  P '' 

"  Oh,  that  i  can't  tell/'  he 
said.  "Not  tell,  did  you  say?" 

"No,  How  can  I  tell 
whether  Jesus  died  for  my 
sins  P  " 

"Are  you  in  heaven P"  I 
rejoined. 

''  Oh,  no ;  I  wish  I  was." 

"Are  you  in  hellP" 

"  No ;  I  hope  I  shall  never 
get  there." 

"Are  you  an  angel  or  a 
devil  P"    "Neither." 

"  Well,  to  what  part  of  the 
universe  do  you  belong  P  " 

He  looked  a  little  puzzled 
for  a  moment,  and  then  said 
he  belonged  to  the  world. 

"Yes,"  I  said,  "that  is 
true,  and  '  God  so  loved 
THE  WORLD  that  He 
gave  His  only  begotten  Son, 
that  whosoever  belie veth  in 
Him  should  not  perish,  but 
have  everlasting  life.'  (John  m. 
16.)    Has  He  died  for  you  P  " 

"Iseeitall,"hecried;"He 
has,  I  see.  I  take  Him  as 
my  Saviour." 
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Build  your  Nest 
upon  no  Tree. 

"TJUILD  your  nest 
D  upon  no  tree 
here ;  for  you  see 
God  hath  sold  the 
forest  to  death ;  and 
every  tree  whereupon 
we  would  restjis  ready 
to  be  cut  down,  to  the 
end  we  may  flee  and 
mount  up,  and  build 
upon  the  rock.  .  .  . 
There  is  less  sand  in 
your  glass  now,  than 
there  was  yester- 
night; this  span 
length  of  ever-post- 
ing time  will  soon  be 
ended;  but  the  greater 
is  the  mercy  of  God, 
the  more  years  you 
get,  to  advise  upon 
what  terms  and  upon 
what  conditions  you 
cast  your  soul  into  the 
huge  gulf  of  never- 
ending  Eternity, 
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"Peace  with  God." 


THINK  it  is  of  great  im- 
portance to  observe,  that  the 
blessing  expressed  in  these 
words,  is  not  2l  feeling,  but  a 
fact — a  fact  altogether  independent 
of  our  feelings. 

God  has  a  controversy  with  sinners. 
We  sometimes  hear  it  said,  that  He 
cannot  look  upon  sin  but  with  abhor- 
rence. The  teaching  of  the  Word  is, 
that  He  cannot  look  upon  sin  at  all. 
So  long  as  I  am  chargeable  with  it,  I 
must  stand  at  a  distance  from  Him. 
I  can  have  no  intercourse  or  fellow- 
ship with  God. 

What  am  I  to  do  ?  How  is  the 
controversy  to  be  ended  }  Here  it 
is  : — The  controversy  is  ended  the 
moment  I  am  justified  ;  "  being  justi- 
fied," that  very  moment  **  we  have 
peace  with  God." 

What  is  it  to  be  justified  ?  I  take 
it  that  it  is  just  to  be  in  such  a  posi- 
tion that  God,  looking  on  us,  sees 
nothing  in  us  that  He  can  condemn. 

THAT  implies  that  I  have  made 
a  thorough  atonement  for  every  sin  I 
have  committed  ;  and  further,  that  I 
have  yielded  a  perfect  obedience  to 
all  the  requirements  of  His  holy  law. 

Have  I  ever  done  that  }  Ah  !  no. 
Can  I  ever  expect  to  do  it }  The 
thing  is  impossible.  Then  I  am  lost. 
Yes,  assuredly,  that  is  my  position. 

But  now  comes  the  cry  : — Is  there 
no  one  in  the  universe  who  can  do  for 
me  what  I  never  can  hope  to  do  for 
myself?  And  the  gospel  of  God's 
grace  quickly  brings  me  the  answer  : — 
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Yes,  there  is  such  an  one,  and  His 
name  is  JESUS.  It  was  the  very 
purpose  for  which  He  came  into  the 
world.  By  His  Hfe  He  fulfilled  all 
righteousness  for  us  ;  and  by  His  death 
He  poured  out  His  soul  an  offering 
for  sin. 

But  how  can  I  make  all  this  my 
own  ?  The  Word  of  God  has  but 
one  answer  :  it  becomes  ours  by  faith. 
I  can  know  of  the  work  of  Christ  only 
on  the  testimony  of  God.  That  testi- 
mony I  believe.  That  work  meets 
my  deepest  and  truest  needs,  and  is 
offered  me  as  a  gift  from  God.  I 
thankfully  receive  it.  It  is  as  sure,  as 
the  word  and  the  oath  of  Him  who 
cannot  lie,  can  make  it ;  and  therefore, 
with  calm  assurance,  I  rest  upon  it. 

And  now,  what  is  my  position  ? 
Accepting  this  gift  from  the  hand  of 
God,  it  becomes  forthwith  my  own — 
mine,  and  it  can  never  be  taken  from 
me  ;  mine,  as  truly  as  though  I  had 
done  the  whole  work  myself,  atoned 
for  my  own  sin,  yielded  personal 
obedience  to  the  law  of  God.  God 
sees  nothing  in  me  now  that  He  can 
condemn.  I  stand  forth  before  Him, 
spotless  as  His  own  Son.  And  so  I 
can  now  say,  and  I  say  it  with  un- 
speakable joy:  ''Justified  by  faith, 
I  have  peace  with  God  through  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ. " 

Dr.  Mackay,  Author  of'''-  Grace  and  Truth." 


Three  Certainties. 

THE  object  of  my  trust,  the  founda- 
dation  of  my  safety,  the  ground  of 
my  certainty, — are  alike  eternally  un- 
alterable. 
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EXPERIENCE  OF 

A  Sinner  Saved  by  Grace. 

CONDEMNATION. 

BY  one  man  sin  entered  into  the  world, 
and   death   by   sin  ;   and  so   death 
passed   upon    all    men,  for  that  all 
have  sinned  "  (Rom.  5. 12). 

"  There  is  no  difference ;  for  all  have 
sinned,   and   come   short   of  the  glory   of 

God  "   (Rom.  3.  22,  23). 

SUBSTITUTION. 

"  When  we  were  yet  without  strength,  in 
due    time   Christ   died   for   the   ungodly " 

(Rom.  5.  6). 

My  sins  deserve  eternal  death, 
But  Jesus  died  for  me  ! 

O  Christ,  what  burdens  bowed  Thy  head  ! 

Our  load  was  laid  on  Thee  ; 
Thou  stoodest  in  the  sinner's  stead, 

Didst  bear  all  ill  for  me. 
A  victim  led,  Thy  blood  was  shed ; 
Now  there's  no  load  for  me. 

NEW  BIRTH. 

"Jesus  answered  and  said  unto  him, 
Verily,  verily,  I  say  unto  thee,  Except  a 
man  be  born  again,  he  cannot  see  the 
kingdom  of  God  "  (john  3. 3). 

SALVATION. 

"  What  must  I  do  to  be  saved  ?  Believe 
on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  thou 
shalt  be  saved  "  (Acts  16. 30. 31). 

There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  Crucified  One  ; 

There  is  life  at  this  moment  for  thee  ; 
Then  look,  sinner,  look  unto  Him  and  be  saved, 

Unto  Him  Who  was  nailed  to  the  tree. 
It  is  not  thy  tears  of  repentance  or  prayers, 

But  the  Blood,  that  atones  for  the  soul  ; 
On  Him,  then,  Who  shed  it,  thou  mayest  at  once 

Thy  weight  of  iniquities  roll. 

FORGIVENESS. 

"  I  have  blotted  out,  as  a  thick  cloud,  thy 
transgressions,  and,  as  a  cloud,  thy  sins : 
return  unto  Me  ;  for  I  have  redeemed  thee" 

(Isa.  44.  22). 

Complete  atonement  Christ  has  made 
And  to  the  utmost  farthing  paid 

Whate'er  His  people  owed  ; 
Payment  God  will  not  tWiCe  demand, 
First  at  my  Bleeding  Surety's  hand, 

And  then  again  at  mine. 
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LOVINGKINDNESS. 

"  God  so  loved  the  world,  that  He  gave 
His  only  Begotten  Son,  that  whosoever 
believeth  in  Him  should  not  perish,  but 
have  everlasting  life  "  (John  3. 16). 

**  The  Son  of  God,  who  loved  me  and 
gave  Himself  for  me  "  (Gai.  2. 20). 

"  I  have  loved  thee  with  an  everlasting 
love  :  therefore  with  lovingkindness  have  I 
drawn  thee  "  (Jer.  31. 3). 

He  saw  me  ruined  by  the  Fall, 
Yet  loved  me,  notwithstanding  all ; 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate — 
His  lovingkindness,  oh  how  great  ! 

I  am  so  glad  that  our  Father  in  Heaven 

Tells  of  His  love  in  the  Book  He  has  given. 

Wonderful  things  in  the  Bible  I  see  ; 

This  is  the  dearest — that  Jesus  loves  me. 
I  am  so  glad  that  Jesus  loves  me, 
Jesus  loves  me,  Jesus  loves  me,  even  me. 

GRATITUDE. 

"  What  shall  I  render  unto  the  Lord  for 
all  His  benefits  toward  me?"  (Psa.  116. 12). 
"  We  love  Him  because  He  first  loved  us  " 
(i  John  4. 19).  "  If  ye  love  Me,  keep  My  com- 
mandments "   (John  14.  15). 

I  dare  not  work  my  soul  to  save, — 
That  work's  already  done  ; 

But  I  will  work  like  any  slave. 
From  love  to  God's  dear  Son. 

Reader, — May  the  Holy  Spirit  bless 
His  own  Word  to  your  soul,  and  enable 
you  to  say  in  truth, — 

My  hope  is  built  on  nothing  less 

Than  Jesu's  Blood  and  Righteousness ; 

I  dare  not  trust  the  sweetest  frame, 

But  wholly  lean  on  Jesu's  Name  ; 

On  Christ,  the  solid  Rock,  I  stand, 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 

Remember, 

All  the  fitness  He  requireth, 

Is  to  know  your  need  of  Him. 

And,— 

If  you  tarry  till  you're  better. 
You  will  never  come  at  all. 

Come  then  to  Jesus  just  as  you  are. 
Say — 

Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea. 
But  that  Thy  Blood  was  shed  for  me. 
And  that  Thou  bid'st  me  come  to  Thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  eome. 
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The  Lady 

and  the  Fruit. 

A  GENTLEMAN  was 
travelling  in  an  omni- 
bus, carrying  in  his  hand  a 
small  basket  of  choice  fruit ; 
shortly,  a  lady  entered,  and 
seeing  the  fruit,  freely  ex- 
pressed her  admiration  of  its 
beauty  and  excellence,  add- 
ing, how  glad  she  would  have 
been  to  have  bought  some 
like  it,  that  she  might  have 
had  the  pleasure  of  present- 
ing it  to  friends  whom  she 
was  going  to  visit. 

The  gentleman  at  once 
very  courteously  offered  his 
own  for  her  acceptance. 
Much,  however,  as  she  would 
have  liked  to  have  the  fruit, 
she  would  not  accept  it  as  a 
gift  from  a  stranger,  though 
she  would  gladly  take  it,  she 
said,  if  he  would  permit  her 
to  pay  for  it.  That,  how- 
ever, he  declined,  though  still 
expressing  his  willingness  to 
give  it  to  her. 

During  some  further  con- 
versation, the  lady  continued 
to  show  a  desire  to  have  the 
fruit,  if  by  purchase.  At  last, 
the    gentleman  brought   the 
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matter  to  a  close  thus:— 
'^Well,  ma'am/'  said  he,  "I 
must  tell  you  that  you  must 
either  have  it  as  a  gift,  or  not 
at  all." 

She  at  length  agreed  to  take 
it  as  he  offered  it,  cheerfully 
acknowledging  his  kindness. 

Just  like  man  !  By  reason 
of  his  fancied  self-righteous- 
ness, and  ability  to  do  some- 
thing for  or  towards  his  own 
salvation,  he  is  unwilling  to 
accept  of  eternal  life  from 
God  as  a  gift.  The  salvation 
of  God  must  be  taken  as  a 
gift;  and  if  you  will  not 
receive  it  as  the  gift  of  God, 
you  will  not  have  it  at  all,  but 
must  perish  in  your  sins. 


The  Helpless  Helped. 


The  Lord  takes  up  none  but 

the  forsaken. 
Makes  none  healthy  but  the 

sick. 
Gives  sight  to  none  but  the 

blind. 
Makes    none  alive  but  the 

dead, 
Sanctifies  none  but  sinners, 
Gives  wisdom  to  none  but 

the  foolish. 
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Two  Pieces  of  Paper. 


IT  very  much  helps  towards 
Salvation  when  a  man 
knows  his  actual  position, 
and  something  of  his  need ; 
and  he  will  often  be  helped  to 
a  sense  of  his  need,  if  he  will 
impartially  examine  his  own 
state.  Might  I  ask,  that 
every  person,  on  reading  this, 
would  sit  down,  look  into  the 


state  of  his  heart  before  God, 
and  then  write  on  a  piece  of 
paper  one  of  two  words : 
"Saved,"  or  "Lost"  Do  not 
write  that  word  '*  saved,"  un- 
less you  can  honestly  and 
sincerely  say,  "  I  have  looked 
to  the  Saviour,  and  He  has 
saved  me."  But  suppose  you 
are  bound,  in  honesty  to  your 
own  conscience,  to  write 
down  the  word  "  lost"  as  your 
description,  it  will  be  both 
right  and  useful  to  do  so.  I 
have  known  this  to  be  done 
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in  cases  in  which,  before  the 
morning  light,  that  piece  of 
paper  has  been  burned,  and 
another  word  has  been  writ- 
ten in  its  stead— the  bright, 
consoling  word, ''  saved." 

Only  foolish  people  object 
to  inquiry  as  to  their  state: 
be  not  one  of  them.  Write 
down  the  condition  of  your 
soul.  Don't  be  like  the 
ostrich,  which,  when  hunted, 
hides  its  head  in  the  sand  and 


thinks  it  is  safe.  Write  down 
"impenitent, "  if  you  are  so ;  put 
it  before  you  in  black  and 
white.  Write  '*  unbelieving  "  if 
you  are  so ;  put  it  before  you 
in  black  and  white,  and  it  may 
be  of  lasting  benefit  to  you. 
To  look  within  must  bring 
despair ;  but  to  look  at  Christ 
on  the  cross.  Who  took  your 
place  and  died  in  your  stead, 
but  is  now  at  the  right  hand 
of  God— this  will  bring  life 
and  liberty.    Look,  and  live ! 
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^ 

"  Old  John  is  Dead- 
I  am  New  John." 

LD  John,  the 
fish-seller  of  L., 
was  a  remarkable 
character,  remark- 
ably bad ;  so  bad 
that  neither  God 
nor  man  could  re- 
pair him ;  he  had  to 
be  made  neiv,  or 
be  useless — worse 
than  useless — lost  for  ever.  He  was 
known  as  "drunken  John  the  fish- 
seller."  One  night  he  stumbled  into  a 
Hall  where  the  Gospel  was  being 
preached.  There  he  sat  in  bewilder- 
ment, with  his  bonnet  on  his  head. 
Before  long  he  was  surprised  to  see  the 
speaker  come  along  to  where  he  was 
sitting  ;  and  putting  his  hand  on  his 
shoulder,  he  began  to  speak  to  him 
kindly.  John  shrank  back,  and  pushed 
the  hand  off  his  shoulder — not  that  he 
was  displeased,  but  thought  it  was  a 
little  too  much  for  a  clean  hand  to 
touch  his  shoulder,  which  was  covered 
with  little  more  than  black  rags.  But 
the  man  of  God,  with  all  the  love  of 
his  Master,  looked  John  full  in  the 
face  ;  seeing  his  misery^  wretchedness, 
and  sin,  his  whole  soul  was  moved 
with  compassion  for  him.  Putting  his 
hand  on  his  shoulder  again,  he  just 
said,  **  God  so  loved  the  world,  that 
He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son,  that 
whosoever  believeth  in  Him  should 
not  perish,  but  have  everlasting  life." 
The  truth  went  right  home  to  John's 
dark  heart.  "  God"  he  thought, 
"God — God    so    loved — the    world; 
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then     God    must    have    loved    poor 

drunken  John  of  L ;  for,  drunken 

and  guilty  as  I  am,  still  I  am  part  of 
the  world  ;  there  is  no  mistake  about 
that." 

His  eyes  were  opened  ;  he  saw  the 
wide  arms  of  God's  love  embracing 
a  lost  world — embracing  him.  His 
heart  was  melted,  large  hot  tears 
washed  white  gutters  down  his  black- 
ened face.  He  saw  it  all — how  that 
God  had  loved  him,  and  when  the 
broken  law  demanded  John's  life,  and 
that  John  should  be  punished, — God's 
Son  was  punished,  and  died  in  his 
stead.  Poor  old  John  thus  received 
that  Son,  whom  God  had  given.  He 
was  saved.  For  ''as  many  as  re- 
ceived Him,  to  tkem  gave  He  power 
to  become  the  sons  of  God,  even  to  them 
that  believe  on  His  name'' 

John  went  away  a  new  man.  For 
God  says,  ''If  any  man  be  in  Christ, 
he  is  a  new  creature."  Full  of  joy 
and  peace,  he  w^ent  to  the  miserable 
cellar  he  called  home !  Such  a  home  ! 
We  need  not  describe  it. 

On  entering  the  wretched  place,  his 
wife  and  only  son  were  in.  Address- 
ing her  :  "  Sal,  lass,"  he  said,  "/  have 
been  converted. "  They  knew  as  little 
about  conversion  as  he  had  known 
until  that  night,  and  so  only  muttered, 
"Drunk  as  usual!"  After  a  little 
time,  his  wife  remarked  that  it  was 
bed-time.  "  Oh,  but,  Sal,  lass,"  said 
John,  "  I've  been  converted,  and  be- 
fore we  go  to  bed  we  must  pray." 
"Well,"  thought  Sal,  and  her  son, 
"  this  is  a  new  thing,"  but  they  at  last 
agreed  to  kneel  with  John,  if  he  would 
do  the  praying.  Down  on  their  knees 
they  went ;   but  now  John  was  com- 
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pletely  stumped.  He  never  tried  to 
pray  before  in  his  life.  He  knew 
nothing  of  prayer,  but  his  heart  was 
full  with  a  new  joy  which  struggled 
for  expression.  He  soon  remembered 
how  he  used  to  express  his  worldly 
"joy,  if  ever  he  had  any  ;  so  taking  off 
his  Kilmarnock  bonnet,  he  gave  it  a 
swing  round  his  head,  and  shouted, 
"Hurrah  for  Jesus  I "  Another  swing, 
and  *'  Hurrah  for  Jesus"— a  third,  and 
again  came,  '*  Hurrah  for  Jesus." 

That  was  all  John's  first  prayer. 
It  went  from  his  overflowing  heart. 
Jesus  was  beginning,  middle,  and  end 
of  it,  and  through  Him  it  went  right 
to  the  throne  of  God  with  acceptance. 

The  news  spread  abroad  that  John 
was   converted,    and    the   women    of 

L gathered    round    him    in    the 

street,  some  to  buy  his  fish,  but  more 
to  see  whai  like  John  was,  now  he 
was  converted. 

"  Sure  enough,  there  is  a  great 
change  in  him,"  said  one.  **  He  is 
not  drunk,"  remarked  another.  "  Not 
swearing  as  before,"  said  a  third. 
There  was  old  John  with  his  face 
shining  with  joy,  selling  his  fish,  and 
telling  all  around,  **  God  so  loved  the 
world,  that  He  gave  His  only  begotten 
Sony  He  could  not  stop  it  coming 
from  heart  and  tongue.  Thought 
many,  *'  We'll  watch  him  and  see  how 
long  this  will  last."  But  it  soon  be- 
came too  evident,  for  any  to  doubt, 
that  John  was  a  new  man. 

"  Father,"  said  his  son  one  day, 
"  father,  if  you  are  to  keep  on  con- 
verted, it  would  be  as  well  if  we  could 
get  a  better  house."  John  said  little, 
but  shortly  after,  seeing  a  nice  house 
to  let  in  a  respectable  street,  he  went 
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to  the  landlord  and  said,  *'  You  have 
a  house  to  let  In  such  a  street,  sir." 
*'  Yes,  I  have  ;  who  wants  it  ?  "  "  I 
want  it."  ''  You  want  it  ?  "  *'  Yes,  I 
want  it." 

''  Do  you  think  I   would  let  one  of 
my  respectable  houses  to  you  ?  " 
"  You  do  not  know  who  I  am,  sir." 
*'  Oh !  yes,  I  know  you  too  well." 
"I  think  you  are  mistaken." 
**  Oh  !  no,   I  am  not  mistaken,  you 
are  old  drunken  John,  the  fish-seller." 
*'  Ah  !  sir,  I  thought  you  were  mis- 
taken.    Old  John  is  dead.      I  am  neUJ 
John,    '  for  God  so  loved  the  world, 
that  He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son, 
that    whosoever     believeth    in     Him 
should  not  perish,  but  have  everlasting 
life  ! '     I  have  believed  God,  and  have 
that   everlasting    life."        Putting    his 
hand  in  his  pocket,  he  pulled  out  some 
sovereigns,  and  said,  **  If  you're  afraid, 
sir,   about   your  rent,    I'll  pay   in  ad- 
vance."    This  was  too  much  for  the 
landlord.     John's   words  and    actions 
went    together.     He  got    the    house, 
and  lived  in   it  for  long,  telling  to  all 
around   what   great   things  the  Lord 
had  done  for  his  soul. 

John  could  say,  ''He  loved  me,  and 
gave  Himself  for  me!'  Won't  YOU 
receive    Jesus    now,    and    rejoice    in 

being  saued  ? 

♦ 

Sufficiency  of  Salvation. 

SUPPOSE  no  one  can  tell 
when,  and  to  what  extent,  a 
vessel  is  marred,  so  well  as 
the  potter :  and  so,  no  one 
can  fully  measure  the  failure  of  man, 
except  his  Creator.  Now,  it  is  He 
who  has  provided  the  remedy.  What 
folly,  then,  to  doubt  its  sufficiency  ! 
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"  Must  we  not  Work 
out  our  Salvation?" 


DOES  it  not  say  in  the 
Bible  that  we  are  to 
work  out  our  salvation? 
How  then  can  you  recon- 
cile that  with  the  state- 
ment that  we  have  only 
got  to  believe  in  order  to 
be  saved?" 

Wait  a  moment.  When 
you  ask,  "Does  it  not  say 
we  are  to  work  out  our  sal- 
vation?" whom  do  you 
mean?  Do  you  mean  the 
saved  and  the  unsaved? 
Look  at  the  Epistle,  and 
see  to  whom  it  is  ad- 
dressed. (Phil. 1. 1). —  ''To  the 
saints  in  Christ  Jesus  at 
Philippi."  They  were  al- 
ready saved.  They  did 
not  HOPE  to  be  saved,  they 
knew  they  were  saved. 
To  them,  says  Paul,  "My 
beloved,  .  .  .  work  out 
your  own  salvation"(Phii.2.i2.) 
They  were  already  in  pos- 
session of  it.  "  Your  own  " 
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implies  possession.  They 
were  to  ''work  out"  what 
God  had  already  wrought 
IN.  ^ 

Very  Cloudy. 

How  many  people  have 
a  cloudy  idea  of  what 
salvation  means.  Let  us 
quote  four  when  asked, 
"  What  must  a  person  do 
to  be  saved  ?  " 

The  answer  will  come 
from  one,  "  Be  honest  and 
moral — pay  your  way." 

From  another,  "  Don't 
do  anything  wrong,  and 
you  will  get  to  heaven  ; 
treat  every  one  the  best 
you  can." 

Another  will  say,  ''  Do 
as  near  right  as  you  can, 
and  pray  to  God." 

And  a  fourth  :  "  Don't 
swear,  or  lie,  and  don't  do 
anything  that  you  would 
be  ashamed  of." 

To  such  replies  we  would 
enquire — What  about  the 
need  of  Atonement  for  sin? 
God  says  all  have  sinned. 
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Are  all  Sinners? 


ONCE  in  this  country 
there  was  a  game  that 
used  to  be  played  with 
bow  and  arrows.  A  man 
had  to  shoot  ten  arrows 
through  a  hoop  at  a  dis- 
tance. If  he  missed  one  he 
was  called  a  ''  sinner " ;  if 
he  missed  more  than  one, 
or  all  of  them,  still  he  was 
called  by  the  same  name,  a 
sinner.  God  says,  "  Whoso- 
ever shall  keep  the  whole 
law  and  yet  oflFend  in  ONE 
point,  he  is  guilty  of  ALL." 


One  Thing  Needful. 
Have  You  Got  It? 

MANY  things  are  useful 
and  desirable.  Only 
one  thing  is  absolutely 
indispensable.  There  is  only 
one  thing  which,  if  a  man 
possess,  he  is  well  off,  what- 
ever else  he  may  lack ;  only 
one  thing  which,  if  a  man 
lack,  he  is  ruined,  whatever 
else  he  may  possess. 

Is  it  property  ?  No ;  for  we 
have  seen  persons  utterly 
destitute  of  it,  and  yet  happy 
and  contented. 
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/s  it  health  ?  Many  persons 
have  had  their  happiest 
hours  in  severe  sickness. 
Health  is  not  indispensable. 

Is  ft  a  good  reputation?  The 
consciousness  of  innocence 
will  uphold  a  man  against 
the  wildest  storm  of  obloquy. 
The  good  man,  whom  slan- 
derers have  made  hateful  to 
his  fellow-men,  is  far  happier 
than  he  whom  successful 
hypocrisy  has  led  his  fellow- 
men  to  load  with  honours. 
**  A  good  name  is  better  than 
rubies,"— but— even  a  good 
name  is  not  the  one  thing 
absolutely  indispensable. 

There  is  truly  no  earthly 
good  which  we  cannot  lack, 
and  still  be  happy;  none 
which  we  cannot  lack,  and 
still  be  saued. 

An  interest  in  Jesus  Christ, 
an  experimental  knowledge 
of  His  great  salvation,  is 
the  only  IiN^DISPENSABLE 
thing.  You  cannot  do  with- 
out this.  You  cannot  meet 
God  without  it.  You  can- 
not stand  at  the  judgment- 
seat  without  it.  You  can- 
not bear  your  immortality 
without  it.  It  is  **  the 
one  thing  needful  "  —  the 
one    indispensable    thing. 

HAVE    YOU    GOT    IT  ? 
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The  Debt  Paid. 

♦ 

I  ONCE  asked  a  man,  "Do  you 
think  any  bad  people  will  be 
saved  ? " 

"No,  sir;  I  think  not,"  was  his  reply. 

"Then  I  have  no  chance,"  said  I. 
"  Have  you  any  ? " 

"Oh,  yes,  sir;  I  am  not  a  bad  man." 

"  But  are  you  not  a  sinner  .'*" 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  he,  "  we're  all 
sinners." 

I  then  told  him  that,  in  God's  sight, 
all  sinners  are  bad  people,  for  the 
Word  of  God  declares,  that  "  there 
is  none  that  doeth  good,  no,  not  one  " 
(Rom.  3.12):  and  also,  that  in  the  whole 
Bible  there  is  no  promise  of  salvation 
through  Christ  to  any  but  to  the  bad. 
Good  people  could  not  want  Christ 
to  save  them.  I  urged  him  to  take 
his  place  as  a  sinner,  and  as  such  to 
accept  pardon  through  the  death  of 
Christ  in  his  behalf,  seeing  that 
"  Christ  died  for  the  ungodly  "  (Rom.  5.6). 

The  man  went  home.  But  the 
Spirit  of  God  used  the  word.  That 
night,  about  half-past  ten  o'clock,  he 
came  to  the  house  where  I  was  stay- 
ing, and  told  me  he  was  so  troubled 
on  account  of  his  sins,  that  he  could 
not  go  to  bed.  "  I  went  home,"  said 
he,  "with  those  words,  'salvation 
for  bad  people',  ringing  in  my  ears. 
And  now,  sir,  I'm  come  to  ask  you, 
'  What  must  I  do  to  be  saved  } '  " 

"  Have  you  found  out  that  you  are 
a  sinner  ?"  I  said. 

"  I  am,  sir,  a  great  sinner,"  he  re- 
plied. 

"  And  where  are  your  sins  }  " 

"All  on  myself,  sir." 
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"Then,"  I  said,  ''you  are  like  one 
who  has  a  heavy  debt  upon  him, 
weighed  down  by  the  feeling  that  he 
cannot  pay  it." 

"  That's  just  the  way  I  am,"  he 
replied. 

*'  If  you  owed  a  large  sum  of  money, 
and  could  not  pay  it,  you  would  be 
afraid  to  go  out,  lest  you  should  meet 
the  bailiff ;  and  if  I  went  to  the  person 
to  whom  you  owed  it,  and  paid  it  for 
you,  you  would  still  be  afraid  to  show 
your  face,  unless  you  knew  that  I  had 
done  so.  But  if  I  came  and  told  you 
I  had  settled  the  debt,  you  could  walk 
out  boldly,  and  challenge  bailiff  or 
creditor  to  touch  you. 

*'  They  could  not  lay  a  hand  to  me." 

"Why  not?"  said  I. 

"  Because  the  money  was  paid." 

"  Yes,  but  you  did  not  pay  it." 

"  That's  no  matter — the  money  was 
paid,  and  they  couldn't  touch  me." 

"  Well,"  I  continued,  "  if  you  knew 
that  God  was  satisfied  about  your 
sins,  you  wouldn't  be  afraid  to  meet 
Him — would  you?"     "  No,  sir." 

"God,"  I  observed  solemnly — "w 
satisfied  on  account  of  our  sins.  We 
had  nothing  to  pay,  but  Christ  paid 
our  debt  with  the  price  of  His  own 
precious  blood," — and  He  says  :  ''His 
own  self  bare  our  sins  in  His  ow7i 
body  on  the  tree''  (i Pet. 2.24).  "  We  are 
redeemed  with  the  precious  blood  of 
Christ "  (I  Pet.  1. 18).  "  The  Lord  hath  laid 
on  Him  the  iniquity  of  us  aW  (isa.  53. 6). 

"  So,  you  see,  God  sent  the  Lord 
Jesus  to  pay  the  debt  which  we  owed  ; 
and  God  is  satisfied  with  Christ's  pay- 
ment.    Are  you  ?  " 

"  I  am,"  said  he  ;  "and  thank  God 
for  it." 
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Only  Two  Ways. 

^ 

ONLY  2  WAYS  : 

The  broad  and  the  narrow  : 
One   downward,   the   other 

upward  ; 
One     to     destruction,     the 

other  to  life ; 
One    taken   by  many,   the 

other  by  few. 

Which  is  Yours? 

ON LY  2  SORTS  of  PEOPLE : 

Saved  sinners,  and  unsaved 

sinners ; 
The  chaff,  or  the  wheat ; 
The  sheep,  or  the  goats  ; 
The  living,  or  the  dead. 

Which  are  You? 

ONLY  2  DEATHS: 

That  of  the  righteous,  that 

of  the  wicked  ; 
That  of  the  saved,  that  of 

the  lost. 

Which  will  be  Yours? 

ONLY   2  FUTURES  : 


Come,    ye 

Depart,    ye 

blessed ; 

cursed ; 

These     to 

These  to 

Life 

Everlasting 

Eternal 

Punishment. 

Heaven. 

Hell. 

What  will  be  Yours  ? 

You  can  settle  NOW,  which 

or  what.     Soon,  it  will  be  TOO 

LATE. 

leo 


CANCELLED 

^NAILED. 


MONG    the   Orientals  there 
is  a  beautiful   custom   that 
tells   the   story  of  Christ's 
atonement    on     the     cross 
very  clearly. 

When  a  debt  had  to  be  settled, 
either  by  full  payment  or  forgiveness, 
it  was  the  custom  for  the  creditor  to 
take  the  cancelled  bond  and  nail  it 
over  the  door  of  him  that  had  owed 
it,  that  all  passers-by  might  see  that 
it  was  paid. 

O,  blessed  story  of  our  remission ! 
There  is  the  cross,  behind  which  a 
bankrupt  world  lies  in  hopeless  debt 
to  the  law.  See  Jesus,  our  Surety, 
coming  forth  with  a  long  list  of  our 
indebtedness  in  His  hand.  He  lifts 
it  up  where  God  and  angels  and  men 
may  see  it,  and  then  as  the  nail  goes 
through  His  hand,  it  goes  through 
the  bond  of  our  transgressions  to 
cancel  it,  for  ever  blotting  out  the 
handwriting  of  ordinances  that  was 
against  us.  "He  took  it  out  of  the 
way,  nailing  it  to  His  cross  "  coi.  2. 14. 

O  sinner !  you  cannot  wash  out 
your  sins  by  tears,  or  atone  for  them 
by  good  works,  but  come  see  Jesus 
at  Calvary,  and  see  God  turning  His 
eyes  to  the  same  cross  at  which  you 
are  looking,  and  saying  :  **  I,  even  I, 
am  He  that  blotteth  out  thy  trans- 
gressions for  mine  own  sake,  and  will 
not  remember  thy  sins. ' 
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Safe,  then  Happy. 

♦ 

H,  sir,  I  think  I  understand 
the  Gospel  now,  and  believe 
it,  yet  I  am  not  as  happy 
as  I  expected." 

"  Why,  friend,  you  are  away 
after  your  feeling.  Remember, 
it  is  not  written,  He  that  be- 
lieveth,  and  is  happy,  shall  be 
saved,  but  '  Whosoever  believeth 
shall  be  saved,'  whether  happy 
or  not.  The  great  thing  is  not 
to  be  happy,  but  to  be  safe ;  and 
when  we  know  that  we  are  safe 
in  Jesus,  we  are  sure  to  be  happy. 

"  Suppose,  now,  that  you  were 
in  debt,  and  in  fear  about  it,  not 
being  able  to  pay  it,  and  suppose 
I  should  say,  I  am  sorry  to  see 
you  in  this  state,  let  us  try  to 
cheer  you  up,  by  singing  some 
cheerful  hymn.  Would  you  not 
reply,  '  That  will  not  do  ;  you 
might  make  me  happy  thus ;  still, 
they  would  put  me  in  jail,  un- 
less the  debt  was  paid'  ?  What  is 
wanted  is  to  know  that  the  debt 
is  paid  ;  when  that  is  done,  you 
are  safe,  and  are  sure  to  be 
happy,  because  safe.  Has  not 
Jesus  paid  the  debt?  answered 
for  the  crime  ?  met  all  claims 
against  you  ?  Is  not  Jehovah 
satisfied  with  the  work  of  Christ  ? 
and  what  has  satisfied  Him, 
ought  to  satisfy  you.     Oh,  trust 
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in  Christ ;  reckon  yourself  free 
from  guilt  and  wrath,  through 
what  He  did  and  suffered." 


Satan  Repulsed. 

9 

tUTHER  says,  Once  upon  a 
time,  the  devil  came  to  me 
and  said,  ''  Martin  Luther, 
you  are  a  great  sinner,  and  you 
will  be  damned/' 

"  Stop  !  stop  !  "  said  I,  ''  one 
thing  at  a  time.  I  am  a  sinner, 
it  is  true,  though  you  have  no 
right  to  tell  me  of  it.  I  confess 
it.     What  next  ? '' 

"  Therefore  you  •  will  be 
damned.'' 

"  That  is  not  good  reasoning. 
It  is  true  I  am  a  great  sinner, 
but  it  is  written,  *  Christ  Jesus 
came  to  save  sinners,'  therefore 
I  shall  be  saved.  Now,  go  your 
way." 

"  The  devil,  as  a  roaring  lion, 
walketh  about,  seeking  whom  he 
may  devour''  (i  Pet.  5.  8). 


Dearly  Purchased. 

CHRISTIAN  is  one  who 
has  been  purchased  at  a 
great  price,  and  who  has 
nothing  else  to  do  than  to 
glorify  God. 
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The  Astonished 
Slave. 

A  BRITISH  merchant, 
who  had  taken  his  pas- 
sage in  a  Turkish  vessel 
on  the  Levant,  had  his  atten- 
tion drawn,  during  the  voy- 
age, to  an  interesting  slave,  a 
Mussulman.  He  soon  got 
into  conversation  with  him, 
and  found  him  intelligent, 
quick,  and  of  strong,  lively 
affections.  He  drew  from 
him  some  particulars  of  his 
history,  and  found  that  he 
had  been  free-born,  but  had 
been  made  captive  in  war. 
The  merchant  was  touched 
with  sympathy  for  this  help- 
less captive.  The  more  he 
knew  of  him,  the  deeper  was 
the  interest  he  felt  in  his 
welfare ;  and  he  actually  be- 
gan to  entertain  the  thought 
of  eflfecting  his  release. 
Cautiously  inquiring  as  to 
the  sum  requisite  for  this 
purpose,  he  found  that  it 
was  considerably  greater 
than  the  mercantile  profits 
of  his  entire  voyage.  Still 
he  could  not  abandon  the 
thought.  An  offer  was  at 
last  accepted ;  but  the  slave 
having?  overheard  part  of  the 
conversation  and  mistaking 
the  design  of  the  merchant— 
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supposing  that  he  was  pur- 
chasing him  for  his  own  use 
—-he  sprang  forward,  his  eyes 
gleaming  with  indignation, 
and  cried  out,  "And  do  you 
call  yourself  a  free-born 
Briton,  an  enemy  to  slavery, 
and  yet  purchase  me  ?  Have 
I  not  as  much  right  to  free- 
dom as  you  have  yourself?" 
He  was  proceeding  in  this 
strain  of  burning,  indignant 
invective,  when  the  mer- 
chant turned  his  eyes  affec- 
tionately upon  him,  and  said, 
*'  I  have  bougfht  von  to  s^t 

you  free,"  Insiaxiuy  tne 
storm  of  passion  was  hush  ed : 
the  slave  burst  into  tears, 
and,  falling  at  the  feet  of  his 
deliverer,  said:  ''You  have 
taken  my  heart  captive  i  i 
am  your  slave  for  ever ! '' 

Reader,—  When  first  you 
heard  of  One  who  wished  to 
have  you  for  His  own,  did 
you  rebel,  and  oppose  His 
purchase  P  How  little  you 
realised  it  was  out  of  pure 
love  for  you !  Does  not  your 
heart  break,  as  you  think, 
''to  set  you  free"  was  the 
price  paid;  aad  can  you  but 
say  to  the  One  who  paid  His 
life  for  you,  "I  am  your 
slave  for  ever  "  P 
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In  a  Ring  of  Fire. 


AN  ungodly  European  was  once 
trying  to  convince  a  convert 
in  India  that  his  religion  was  of 
no  use,  and  that  he  never  would  be 
any  the  better  for  it.  "What, 
after  all,"  said  the  scoffer,  "has 
your  Jesus  done  for  you  ?  " 

"  He  has  saved  me ! "  said  the 
native,  with  great  animation ;  "  He 
has  saved  me  !  " 

"And  what  is  that?"  said  the 
European. 

"  Step  with  me  to  the  door,"  was 
the  reply,  "  and  I  will  show  you." 
So  saying,  he  took  him  outside  of 
the  house,  picked  up  a  quantity  of 
dry  leaves  and  straw  (of  which 
there  were  plenty  close  at  hand), 
and  made  a  large  circle  of  them. 
He  then  sought  for  a  worm ;  and, 
having  found  one,  he  placed  it  in 
the  centre  of  the  ring.  Forthwith 
he  applied  a  lighted  match  to  the 
material  that  surrounded  it,  the 
scoffer  looking  on  all  the  time  with 
no  little  astonishment.  As  the 
heat  of  the  fire  approached  the 
poor  worm,  it  began  to  writhe  and 
to  show  symptoms  of  distress,  but 
could  not  get  out  of  the  burning 
ring.  The  man  darfced  his  hand 
through  the  smoke,  plucked  the 
worm  out  of  its  dangerous  position, 
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and  placed  it  on  the  green  grass, 
out  of  reach  of  all  danger. 

"  There,"  said  he,  "  that  is  what 
the  blessed  Jesus  has  done  for  me. 
I  was  exposed  to  the  flames  of  hell 
—  there  was  no  possibility  of 
escape ;  I  was  condemned  and 
ready  to  perish,  and  He  rescued 
me  by  dying  for  my  sins,  snatch- 
ing me  as  a  brand  from  the 
burning ;  and  He  has  given  me,  a 
poor  dying  worm,  a  place  near  His 
heart."    The  ofiicer  was  silenced. 

Can  you  thus  speak  of  yourself 
as  saved  by  the  death  of  Jesus? 
Are  you  able  to  say,  like  the  poor 
native,  ''He  has  saved  me"?  If 
not,  we  entreat  you  to  come  now, 
as  a  sinner,  to  Jesus,  who  is  at  the 
right  hand  of  the  Majesty  on  high, 
and  He  will  give  you  rest.  Take 
shelter  in  His  blood,  and  you  will 
be  cleansed  from  sin,  and  delivered 
from  the  wrath  to  come." 

**"When  we  were  yet  without 
strength,  in  due  time  Christ  died 
for  the  ungodly."    (Rom.  5. 6 ) 

*'  Deliver  him  from  going  down 
to  the  pit :  I  have  found  a  ransom." 

(Job  33.  24.) 

"Thou  hast  in  love  to  my  soul 
delivered  it  from  the  pit  of  corrup- 
tion :  for  Thou  hast  cast  all  my  sins 
behind  Thy  back."  asa.  38. 17) 


^^^^ 
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Asking  ^^  Expecting". 

« 

IN  a  miserable  cottage  at 
the  bottom  of  a  hill,  two 
children  hovered  over  a 
smouldering  fire.  A  tempest 
raged  without  against  which 
man  and  beast  were  alike 
powerless. 

A  poor  old  miser,  much 
poorer  than  these  shivering 
children,  though  he  had 
heaps  of  money  at  home, 
drew  his  ragged  cloak  about 
him  as  he  crouched  at  the 
threshold  of  the  miserable 
door.  He  dared  not  enter, 
lest  they  might  ask  payment 
for  shelter,  and  he  could  not 
move  for  the  storm. 

''I  am  hungry,  Nettie." 

'^So  am  I;  Tve  hunted  for 
some  potato  parings,  and 
can't  find  any. 

"  What  an  awful  storm  I  " 

"  Yes,  the  old  tree  has  been 
blown  down.  I  guess  God 
took  care  that  it  didn't  fall 
on  the  house.  It  would  cer- 
tainly have  killed  us.'' 

''If  He  could  do  that, 
couldn't  He  send  us  bread  P" 

**I  guess  so;  let's  pray 
'  Our  Father/  and  when 
we've  prayed  that  part  about 
bread,  stop  till  we  get  some. 

So  they  began,  and  the 
miser,  crouching  and  shiver- 
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ing,  listened.  When  they 
paused,  expecting  in  their 
childish  faith  to  see  some 
miraculous  manifestation, 
a  human  feeling  stole  into 
his  heart.  He  had  bought  a 
loaf  in  the  village,  thinking 
it  would  last  him  many 
days,  but  the  silence  of  the 
two  little  children  spoke 
loudly  to  him.  He  opened 
the  door  softly,  threw  in 
the  loaf,  and  closing  it, 
listened  to  the  wild,  eager 
cry  of  delight  uttered  by  the 
half-famished  little  ones. 

"It  dropped  right  from 
heaven,  didn't  itP"  ques- 
tioned the  younger. 

*'  Yes ;  I  mean  to  love  God, 
for  giving  us  bread  because 
we  asked  Him." 

"  Well  ask  Him  every  day, 
won't  we  P  " 

''  Yes,  always,  but  I  never 
quite  knew  it  before. 

"Let's  ask  Him  to  give 
father  work  to  do,  all  the 
time,  so  we  need  never  be 
hungry  again.  He'll  do  it,— 
I'm  sure,'' 

The  storm  passed  —  the 
miser  went  home.  In  a  few 
waeks  he  died,  but  not  before 
he  had  given  the  cottage, 
which  was  his,  to  the  poor 
labouring  man.  God  answers 
believing  prayer. 
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For  the  Ungodly. 


IT  does  not  say,  for  Thomas 
Smith  or  James  Brown, 
but  that  '' Christ  died  for 
the  ungodly."  Say,  would 
you  not  rather  have  it  thus  P 
But  do  not  suppose  that  be- 
cause Christ  died  for  the 
ungodly,  therefore  all  the  un- 
godly will  be  saved.  Such 
reasoning  would  be  very 
shallow.  Were  the  Queen 
to  charter  a  fleet  of  ships  to 
take  all  the  poor  to  New 
Zealand  free,  and  then  send 
forth  a  proclamation  that 
on  a  certain  day  the  ships 
would  sail,  we  know  that  all 
the  poor  would  not  go,  though 
it  was  open  for  them  to  do 
so.  Many  might;  but  others 
would  prefer  to  remain  in 
poverty.  The  vessels  were 
there  to  take  them,  but  they 
would  not  go.  In  the  same 
way  ''  Christ  died  for  the  un- 
godly," but  His  death  ONLY 
shields  from  judgment,  as 
many  as  believe. 

Life  and  Happiness. 

TS7E  can  get  life  and  hap- 
^^  piness  only  in  Christ. 
Apart  from  Him  all  is  death 
and  misery. 
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Forgot  His  Broom. 

SOME  years  ago,  there  was 
a  crossing -sweeper  in 
Dublin,  with  his  broom, 
at  the  corner.  His  highest 
thoughts  were  to  keep  the 
crossing  clean,  and  look  for 
the  pence.  One  day  a  lawyer 
who  knew  him  put  his  hand 
upon  his  shoulder,  and  said  : 
"My  good  fellow,  do  you 
know  that  you  are  heir  to  a 
fortune  of  so  many  pounds  a 
year  ?  "  (naming  the  sum.) 

"  Do  you  mean  it  P ''  asked 
the  crossing-sweeper. 

''  I  do,"  replied  the  lawyer. 
"I  have  just  received  the 
information.  I  am  sure  that 
you  are  the  man.'' 

The  man  was  convinced. 
He  left  his  crossing,  and  at 
once  walked  away.  For- 
getting his  broom,  he  made 
haste  to  know  all  about  his 
inheritance,  like  the  woman 
of  Samaria,  who  'Ueft  her 
water-pot"  by  Jacob's  well, 
and  hastened  to  the  city  to 
proclaim  the  presence  of  the 
Messiah  whom  she  had  seen. 

How  many  of  us  talk  of  our 
title  to  a  heavenly  and  eter- 
nal heritage,  and  yet  hold  fast 
the  broom,  and  cling  to  all 
the  cares  and  coppers  of  this 
world  P  Oh  man,  look  up  ! 
It  is  often  too  evident  we 
don't  really  believe  it. 
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Learning  to  Float. 

♦■♦-♦ — — 

THERE  is  a  story  told 
of  a  young  man,  who 
was  seeking  after  the 
knowledge  of  eternal  secur- 
ity and  peace  with  God. 

The  friend  to  whom  he  had 
confided  his  difficulties,  dis- 
cerned very  quickly  that 
he  was  striving  to  attain 
everlasting  life  by  his  own 
efi'orts.  He  spoke  of  "  sincere 
prayers"  and  "heartfelt  de- 
sires" after  salvation,  but 
continually  lamented  that 
he  did  not ''  feel  any  different 
in  spite  of  it  all." 

His  friend  did  not  answer 
him  at  first,  but  presently  he 
interrupted  him  with  the  in- 
quiry, *'  W ,  did  you  ever 

learn  to  float  P" 

"  Yes,  I  did ! "  was  the  sur- 
prised reply. 

'^  And  did  you  find  it  easy 
to  learn  P  " 

''  Not  at  first ! "  he  answer- 
ed. 

''  What  was  the  difficulty  P" 
his  friend  pursued. 

''  Well,  the  fact  was,  I  could 
not  lie  still;  I  could  not  be- 
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lieve  or  realize  that  the  water 
could  hold  me  up,  without 
any  effort  of  my  own ;  so  I  al- 
ways began  to  struggle,  and 
of  course  down  I   went   at 


once." 


''And  then?" 

"  Then  I  found  out  that  I 
must  give  rxip  all  the  struggle, 
and  just  rest  on  the  strength 
of  the  water  to  bear  me  up. 
It  was  easy  enough  after 
that;  I  was  able  to  lie  back 
in  the  fullest  confidence  that 
I  should  never  sink." 

"And  is  not  God's  Word 
more  worthy  of  your  trust 
than  the  changeable  sea  P  He 
does  not  bid  yoa  wait  for 
feelings.  He  commands  you 
just  to  rest  in  Him,  to  believe 
His  Word  and  acceptHisgift. 
His  message  of  life  reaches 
down  to  you  in  your  place  of 
ruin  and  death,  and  His  pro- 
mise to  you  now  is,  '  The  gift 
of  God  is  eternal  life,  through 
Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.' " 

(Rom.  vi.  23.) 

"I  give  unto  them  eternal 
life,  and  they  shall  never 
perish,  neither  shall  any  man 
pluck  them  out  of  My  hand. 

(John  X.  28.) 
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"The  Seven  Wonders.' 


T 


HE  seven  won- 
ders of  the 
world.  What  are 
they  ?  There  are 
a  great  many 
strange  and  won- 
derful things  in 
this  world,  so  the 
seven  chief  ones 
must  be  famous. 
*'  What  are  they  ?  "  we  ask  again 
with  interest.  "  How  is  it  that  every- 
body does  not  know  all  about  them  ?  '* 
And  then  after  research  in  ancient 
books,  we  hear  the  list  of  long  names 
which  we  can  scarcely  understand. 
The  Pyramids  of  Egypt,  the  Colossus 
of  Rhodes,  and  five  other  names,  some 
of  heathen  temples,  or  statues  of  false 
gods.     And  what  are  they  to  us  ? 

Some  of  them  are  crumbling  away 
quickly  to  ruin;  and  those  that  remain, 
will  be  of  small  account  in  the  day 
when  "  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass 
away." 

Has  it  ever  brought  comfort  to  the 
troubled  heart  or  peace  to  the  dying 
bed? 

Have  tears  been  dried,  or  has  rest 
of  heart  been  given  by  the  recol- 
lections of  seven  such  wonders  ? 
Why,  half  the  people  in  the  world 
have  never  heard  of  their  existence ; 
and  most  of  those  who  have  heard, 
have  forgotten  their  names  !    But  we 

have  ANOTHER  WONDER 

to  tell  you  about,  one  that  infinitely 
surpasses  any  wonder  of  earth;  one 
too,  which  concerns,  you — you  who 
are  reading  these  words — a  wonder 
that  can  bring  peace  to  you  now,  a 
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wonder  that  can  supply  all  your 
future  need,  and  a  wonder  that  will 
be  the  joy  of  many  through  all  eter- 
nity. 

Listen  !  "  God  so  loved  the  world, 
that  He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son, 
that  whosoever  believeth  in  Him 
should  not  perish,  but  have  everlast- 
ing life"  (John 3. 16).  Who  loved  the 
world  ? 

God  :  God  who  had  so  much  that 
was  pure  and  fair  that  He  might 
have  loved  !  All  the  myriad  hosts  of 
heaven  who  were  bending  before 
Him,  might  He  not  have  loved  them  ? 
They  were  sinless.  Why  should  He 
love  the  world,  this  black,  lost,  un- 
grateful world ?  One  of  you  might  take 
up  some  vile  and  degraded  stranger 
from  the  streets,  and  lavish  Jcindness 
upon  him,  but  you  would  not  centre 
the  love  of  your  heart  upon  him, 
especially  if  he  repaid  your  kindness 
with  base  ingratitude,  hating  you, 
often  seeking  to  drag  your  name  in 
the  dust — in  an  oath.  Would  you, 
if  this  wretch  incurred  the  penalty  of 
the  law  and  forfeited  his  life  for  some 
crime — would  you  give  your  only 
child  to  take  his  place  ? 

The  picture  is  not  half  drawn ;  it  is 
only  a  feeble  outline  of  the  real  fact, — 
the  wonder  of  the  world — that  we  have 
to  tell  you  about.  You  are  the  lost 
wanderer,  the  ungrateful  wretch ;  and 
it  is  the  God  of  heaven  who  gave  His 
only  Son  to  die  for  you,  when  you 
had  so  fairly  earned  the  wages  of  sin, 
which  is  death.  Yes,  He — the  Lord 
Jesus — gave  His  life  as  your  substi- 
tute, and  shed  His  blood  for  you; — 
in  your  stead.  More  than  all  the 
Wonders  of  the  World. 
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The  Master's  Letter. 

"James,  I  want  you  to  come  and  see  me 
at  six  o'clock,  after  you  have  left  the  works. 
Yours  faithfully,  . " 

Promptly  at  the  time  the  young 
man  -waited  on  his  master,  who  had 
-written  him  the  above  letter.  Whtn 
he  entered  the  room  alter  a  pause, 
the  gentleman  looked  up  from  his 
desk,  and  inquired,  "Do  you  wish 
to  see  me,  James  ?  " 

Somewhat  surprised,  holding  out 
the  note  he  had  received,  he  said, 
**  The  letter,  Sir,  the  leister  you  sent 
me." 

''Oh!  I  see;  you  got  my  letter. 
You  believe  I  wanted  to  see  you ;  and 
when  I  sent  you  the  message  you 
came  at  once." 

'*  Yes,  Sir,  surely ;  what  else  could 
I  do?" 

"  Well,  James,  you  did  quite  right 
to  come.  See,  here  is  another  letter 
fur  you  ;  will  you  attend  to  that  ?  " 
At  the  same  time  his  master  handed 
him  a  paper  which  he  had  written. 
James  took  hold  of  the  paper,  and 
read— 

"Come  unto  Me,  all  ye  that  labour  and 
are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest " 

As  he  read,  his  lips  quivered,  his 
eyes  filled  with  tears.  Thrusting 
his  hand  into  his  pocket,  he  grasped 
his  large  red  handkerchief,  with 
which  he  covered  his  face,  and  there 
stood,  not  knowing  what  to  do.  At 
length  he  said,  "Am  I  just  to  believe, 
in  the  same  way  that  1  believed  your 
letter?" 

'*  Just  in  the  same  way,  for  :— 

«' '  If  we  receive  the  witness  of  men,  the  witness  of 
God  is  greater.'  "—1  Jolin  v.  9. 

That  night  James  saw  it  all,  and 
went  home  a  happy  believer  in  his 
Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ.  He 
saw  that  he  had  to  believe  God  and 
give  Him  the  same  credit  and  con- 
fidence that  he  would  give  to  the 
word  or  message  of  any  trustworthy 
or  business  man  that  he  met  with  in 
his  da ly  life.  . 
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Life  In  a  Look. 


^^^^HEEE  is  life  in  a  look  at  the 

^.^^|a^i  Crucified  One, 

S^E:|       There  is  life  at  this  moment 

Then,  look,  sinner,  look   unto 
Him,  and  be  saved  ; 
Unto  Him  who  was  nailed  to  the  tree. 

Oh,  why  was  He  there  as  the  bearer  of 
sin, 
If  on  Jesus  thy  sins  were  not  laid  ? 
Oh,  why  from  His  side  flowed  the  sin- 
cleansing  blood, 
If  His  dying  thy  debt  has  not  paid  ? 

It  is  not    thy   tears   of    repentance    or 
prayers. 
But  the  BLOOD,  that  atones  for  the 
soul ; 
On  Him,  then,  who  shed  it,  thou  mayest 
at  once 
Thy  weight  of  iniquities  roll. 

We  are  healed  by  His  stripes — would'st 

thou  add  to  the  word  ? — 

And  He  is  our  Righteousness  made. 

The  best  robe  of  heaven  He  bids  thee  put 

on — 

Oh,  could'st  thou  be  better  arrayed  ? 

Then  doubt  not  thy  welcome,  since  God 
hath  declared 
There  remaineth  no  more  to  be  done ; 
That  once  in  the  end  of  the  world  He  ap- 
peared, 
And  completed  the  work  He  begun  ; 

But  take,  with  rejoicing,  from  Jesus  at 
once. 
The  life  everlasting  He  gives  ; 
And   know,  with  assurance,  thou   never 
canst  die, 
Since  Jesus  thy  Righteousness  lives. 
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The  Bible  Exploded? 


f^^^S|HE  Bible  is  a  book  which  has 
5^30:  been  refuted,  overthrown  and 
|^#^i  demolished  more  times  than 
l^^**^^:-||  any  other  book  you  ever  heard 
of.  Every  little  while  some- 
body starts  up  and  upsets  this  book  ;  and 
it  is  like  upsetting  a  solid  cube  of  granite. 
It  is  just  as  big  one  way  as  the  other ; 
and  when  you  have  upset  it,  it  is  right 
side  up,  and  when  you  overturn  it  again, 
it  is  right  side  up  still.  Every  little  while 
somebody  blows  up  the  Bible,  so  to  speak ; 
but  when  it  comes  down,  it  always  lights 
on  its  feet,  and  runs  faster  than  ever, 
through  the  world.  They  overthrew  the 
Bible  a  century  ago,  in  Voltaire's  time 
— entirely  demolished  it,  they  thoueht. 
•*  In  less  than  a  hundred  years,"  said  Vol- 
taire, "Christianity  will  have  been  swept 
from  existence,  and  will  have  passed  into 
history."  Infidelity  ran  riot  through 
France,  red-handed  and  impious.  A 
century  has  passed  away.  Voltaire  has 
passed  into  history  —  and  not  very 
respectable  history,  either ;  but  his  old 
printing  press,  it  is  said,  has  since  been 
used  to  print  the  Word  of  God  ;  and  the 
very  house  where  he  lived  is  packed  with 
Bibles,  a  Depot  for  the  Geneva  Bible 
Society.  Thomas  Paine  demolished  the 
Bible,  and  finished  it  off  finally ;  but 
after  he  had  crawled  despairingly  into  a 
drunkard's  grave  in  1809,  the  Book  took 
such  a  leap  that  since  that  time  more 
than  twenty  times  as  many  Bibles  have 
been  made  and  scattered  through  the 
world  as  ever  were  made  before,  since  the 
creation  of  man.  Up  to  the  year  1800,  only 
4  to  6  million  copies  had  been  produced. 
In  1880,  statistics  report  more  than  165 
million,  in  236  languages,  distributed  by 
Bible  Societies  alone,  to  say  nothing  of 
the  unknown  millions  which  have  been 
issued  by  private  publishers  throughout 
the  world.  Instead  of  a  book  that  has  been 
exploded,  it  shows  signs  of  unending  life. 
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Wise  for  Time,— 
a  Fool  for  Eternity. 

MEN  may  Hue  without  Christ— 
but  they  cannot  die  without 
Christ.  You  may  scoff  at "  Heaven  " 
and  "  Hell,"  but  they  are  realities. 
Infidel !  what  horrifies  you  is,  that 
my  life  has  been  saved  by  the  death 
of  another  in  my  stead,  and  that  God 
should  have  so  loved  me,  as  to  give 
His  own  Son  to  cruel  torture  and 
death  for  me.  But  this  is  God's  plan. 
It  seems  worse  than  foolishness  to 
you ;  but  *'  the  foolicihness  of  God 
is  wiser  than  men."  And  if  you  are 
not  determined  to  die  as  a  fool,  and 
meet  the  fooFs  end,  you  must  bring 
your  foolish  reasonings  and  intellect 
to  this,  and  thus  get  pardon.  If  you 
reject  so  great  Salvation,  there  re- 
mains nothing  for  you  but  fearful 
judgment  and  fieryindignation.  Re- 
morse, anguish, despair!  Why, these 
words  don't  half  describe  what  it 
will  be  in  those  regions  where  hope 
will  never  come.  But  why  come 
to  this,  when  the  Son  of  God,  who 
loved  you  and  gave  Himself  for  you, 
is  even  now  beseeching  you  tobelieve 
that  He  has  died  in  your  stead  ? 

And  it  is  not  only  pardon  that 
Christ  offers  you  to-day,  but  with  it 
He  gives  all  the  good  things  which 
you  have  sought  in  vain  from  Satan; 
and  these  not  merely  for  a  passing 
hour,  but  for  ever. 
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Saying-"  Our  Saviour." 

UR  Saviour  "  have  been  the 
words  of  many  unconverted 
people  I  have  visited.  On 
hearing  them  make  use  of 
such  words,  I  have  asked  them,  Do 
you  know  you  are  saved  ?  Do  you 
know  your  sins  are  forgiven  ?  No 
has  nearly  always  been  the  reply.  I 
have  then  said,  How  can  you  call  Jesus 
your  Saviour,  unless  you  know  He  has 
saved  you  ?  They  have  been  speech- 
less ;  could  make  no  reply.  Oh,  how 
many  in  this  day  of  profession  make 
use  of  such  words ;  talk  about  Jesus, 
but  do  not  hnow  Him  as  their  Saviour ; 
do  not  know  He  has  saved  them. 

Reader,  suffer  a  home  question, — 
Are  you  one  of  these  ?  Do  you  mock 
God  with  lip  service,  while  your  heart 
is  far  from  Him  ?  Do  you  say  prayers? 
Do  you,  as  many  thousands  do,  say, 
"  Our  Father,  which  art  in  heaven y'^ 
while  you  are  really  serving  Satan 
with  your  whole  heart  ?  Pause,  if  you 
are  in  such  a  course,  and  think  what 
will  the  end  be.  None  can  truthfully 
say,  "  Our  Father,"  but  those  who  are 
adopted  into  God's  family,  none  but 
children  can  say  Father  with  truth ; 
and,  to  become  children,  you  must  be 
born  again,  born  from  above,  have  the 
Spirit  dwelling  in  you ;  for  it  is  writ- 
ten, "  If  any  man  have  not  the  Spirit 
of  Christ,  he  is  none  of  His.'* 

Reader,  have  you?  I  press  the  ques- 
tion, as  in  the  presence  of  God.  Answer, 
have  you  been  born  again  ?  Do  not 
throw  down  this  book,  but  faithfully  ask 
yourself,  **  Have  I  been  born  again  ?  " 
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THIS  I  DID  FOR 
THEE. 

"  IT   GAVE  Mj  life  for  thee ; 
jt       My  precious  blood  1  shed, 

That  thou  mi^ht'st  ransomed  be, 
And  quickened  from  the  dead. 
I  srave  My  life  for  thee : 
What  hast  thou  given  for  Me  ? 

"  I  spent  long  years  for  thee 

In  weariness  and  woe, 
That  an  eternity 

Of  joy  thou  mightesfc  know. 
I  spent  long  years  for  thee  : 
Hast  thou  spent  one  for  Me  ? 

"  My  Father's  home  of  light, 
My  rainbow-circled  throne, 
I  left,  for  earthly  night. 

For  wanderings  sad  and  lone. 
I  left  it  all  for  thee  : 
Hast  thou  left  aught  for  Me  ?  - 

*'  I  suffered  much  for  thee — 

More  than  thy  tongue  can  tell — 
Of  bitterest  agony. 

To  rescue  thee  from  hell. 
I  suffered  much  for  thee : 
"What  canst  thou  bear  for  Me  ? 

"  And  I  have  brought  to  thee, 
Down  from  My  home  above, 
Salvation  full  and  free, 
My  pardon  and  My  love. 

Great  gifts  I  brought  to  thee  : 
What  hast  thou  brought  to  Me  ? 

"  Oh,  let  thy  life  be  given. 

Thy  years  for  Me  be  spent ; 
World-fetters  all  be  riven, 
And  joy  with  suffering  blent. 
Give  thou  thyself  to  Me, 
And  I  will  welcome  thee.*' 

F.  E.  Haveegal. 
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The  Broken  Safe  and  the  Discovered  Will. 

BY    MRS.    STEPHEN    MENZIES. 


YOUNG  man  in  America, 
the  son  of  a  wealthy  Chris- 
tian man,  had  become  way- 
ward and  extravagant  in  his 
habits  ;  and  finally,  quarrelling  with 
his  father  because  he  had  refused  him 
all  the  money  he  demanded,  had  left 
home  in  anger,  and  given  himself  up 
to  a  reckless  life.  For  a  long  time  he 
continued  an  abandoned  wanderer. 
Becoming  at  one  time  very  straitened, 
and  being  brought,  indeed,  to  the 
verge  of  desperation,  he  determined 
to  break  into  his  father's  house  in  the 
absence  of  the  family,  thinking  since 
he  knew  well  where  the  valuables 
were  kept,  that  he  could  find  means 
to  relieve  his  necessity.  "  My  father 
owes  me  a  living,"  he  said  to  himself, 
'•  and  I  will  have  it !" 

He  succeeded  in  effecting  an  en- 
trance into  the  house  and  Safe,  and  amid 
the  stillness  of  the  house,  began  his 
search.  Coming  upon  some  valuable 
papers,  he  found,  amongst  the  rest, 

HIS  FATHER'S  WILL. 
With  curious  eye  he  began  reading 
that  will.  To  his  utter  astonishment 
he  found  his  name  among  the  heirs, 
and  a  large  bequest  set  against  it. 
At  first  he  could  hardly  credit  his 
eyes.  The  father  with  whom  he  had 
quarrelled,  against  whom  he  had 
cherished  such  bitterness — could  it  be 
possible  that  he  had  retained  his  name 
in  his  will,  and  was  yet  intending  to 
give  him  his  portion  with  the  rest  ? 
"Can  it  be,"  he  said  to  himself,  "that 
my  father  loves  me,  in  spite  of  all  my 
hatred  and  bitterness  toward  him  ? 
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"Can  it  be  that,  in  spite  of  the 
dishonour  I  have  brought  upon  him, 
he  is  still  ready  to  treat  me  as  a 
son?"  And  such  was  the  effect  of 
these  thoughts,  that  they  were  the 
•means  of  bringing  him  to  repentance 
and  reconciliation  with  his  father. 

Ah !  how  little  that  young  man 
dreamt  that  his  father  so  loved  him  ! 
And  have  not  your  thoughts  about 
God  been  just  the  same  ?  You  have 
tried  to  shut  God  out  of  your 
thoughts ;  or,  this  being  impossible, 
you  have  only  thought  of  Him  as  One 
Who  was  angry  with  you. 

How  did  you  come  to  have  such 
mistaken  ideas.'*  If  you  only  knew 
that  He  is  longing  to  embrace  you, 
and  to  assure  you  of  His  full  and  free 
forgiveness  of  all,  and  to  tell  you  of 
all  the  bright  inheritance  which  is  wait- 
ing for  you,  if  only  you  will  claim  it. 

"  But,"  you  say,  "  I  do  not  think 
peace  is  to  be  got  so  easily  as  all  that. 
Do  you  mean  to  say  that  I  may  all  at 
once  believe  that  God  loves  me — and 
that  all  my  sins  are  forgiven,  because 
His  Son  has  died  in  my  stead — and 
so,  at  once,  have  peace  and  rest  ?  " 

I  mean  it ;  or,  rather,  God  means  it ; 
for  He  says  :  **  The  Son  of  God  loved 
me,  and  gave  Himself  for  me  y  and 
**  He  that  heai^eth  My  word  and  be- 
lieveth  on  Him  that  sent  Me,  hath 
everlasting  life'' 

Yes  !  peace  is  found — not  by  pray- 
ing— not  by  repenting — not  by  re- 
forming— not  by  feeling — but  first  by 
hearing  and  believing  God's  message 
—  by  simply  seeing  or  realising  what 
Jesus  has  already  done  for  you. 
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It  all  goes  together. 

WAS  walking  one  day  on  the 
high  road  in  Devonshire,  when 
a  shower  of  rain  compelled  me 
to  seek  shelter.  Looking  round, ' 
I  observed  a  cottage  on  a  hill,  near  by. 
In  a  very  few  minutes  I  was  at  the  door, 
and  knocked.  The  good  woman  of  the 
house  asked  me  to  come  in  out  of  the  rain. 
I  asked  her  if  she  was  a  believer  in  the 
Lord  Jesus.  **  Oh,  yes."  "  So  you  can 
say  you  are  saved?"  "  No,  I  can't  say 
that."  **  Then  you  don't  really  be- 
lieve?" "Oh,  yes,  I  do,  sir."  **  But, 
my  dear  woman,  God  says,  if  you  believe, 
you  are  saved.  The  two  things  are 
joined  together.'*  **  Well,"  she  replied, 
**  I  do  believe,  but  I  can't  say  I  am 
saved."  I  asked  her  for  her  Bible,  and 
read  from  the  fifth  chapter  of  John,  "  He 
that  heareth  My  word,  and  believeth  on 
Him  that  sent  Me,  hath  everlasting  life, 
and  shall  not  come  into  condemnation 
(judgment),  but  is  passed  from  death  unto 
life."  "  God  says  to  you,  individually,  as 
if  you  were  the  onlv  person  in  the  world  : 
'HE  THAT  HEARETH  AND  BELIEVETH 
HATH  EVERLASTING  LIFE.'  Have  you  not 
heard,  over  and  over  again,  that  *  God  so 
loved  the  world,  that  He  gave  His  only- 
begotten  Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  on 
Him  should  not  perish,  but  have  everlasting 
life'?  Now,  that's  God's  word.  You  have 
heard  it — heard  it  now.  Do  you  believe  it  ?  " 
"  Oh,  yes."  **  Then  are  you  saved  ?  For 
He  says — *  He  that  heareth  and  believeth 
hath  everlasting  life.'  Can't  you  see  that 
directly  you  hear  God's  word,  and  really 
believe — what  ?  Why,  that  God  so  loved 
you,  a  hell-deserving  sinner,  as  to  give 
His  only-begotten  Son  to  die  for  you,  so 
sure  is  it  that  you  have  everlasting  life." 

"  I  do  believe  He  died  for  me.  He  died 
for  all  of  us."  "  Well,  never  mind  others 
for  the  present.  Do  you  believe  He  died 
for  you?  "  "  Yes."  "  What  did  He  die; 
for?  Was  it  not  to  save  you  from  the 
just  consequence  of  your  sins  ?  "     "  Yes." 
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**  Then  why  should  you  doubt?  Perhaps 
you  are  waiting  to  feel  you  are  saved  ?  " 
**  That's  it.  sir."  **  Well,  now,  read  for 
yourself.  Does  it  say  *  He  that  heareth 
and  feeleth  '  ?  No,  but  '  He  that  heareth 
and  believeth.'  All  the  feeling  believers 
ever  get,  comes  after  believing,  not  before. 
Feelings  will  never  save  us.  Some 
people,  as  long  as  they  have  happy 
feelings,  think  they  are  safe.  Let  the 
feelings  go,  and  their  hope  of  safety  is 
gone  with  them.  Blessed  be  God,  we  do 
not  rest  in  feelings,  but  on  the  finished 
work  of  Christ.  God  is  satisfied  with 
what  Christ  has  done ;  satisfied  with  His 
finished  work — leaving  nothing  whatever 
to  be  done.  It  is  not  feeling  I  am  saved 
which  satisfies  me,  but  knowing  it.  How 
do  I  know  it  ?  Simply  because  God  says, 
*  He  that  heareth,  and  believeth,  hath 
everlasting  life.*  And  I  take  God  at  His 
word. 

*'If  Jesus  came  to  you  in  person,  and 
you  heard  Him  audibly  tell  you  that  you 
were  saved,  would  you  believe  it?" 
"Yes."  ''Well,  then,  here  is  God's 
"Word :  read  this  twenty- fourth  veTse  of 
the  fifth  chapter  of  John.  Do  you  believe 
it?"  **Yes."  ''Every  bit  of  it?" 
"  Yes."  "  Now  listen  :  '  He  that  heareth 
My  word,  and  believeth  on  Him  that  sent 
Me.'  Do  you  believe  so  far  ?  "  "Yes." 
"Suppose  I  go  no  further;  there  would 
be  no  sense  in  what  I  have  just  read.  It 
would  be  an  incomplete  sentence,  would 
it  not?"  "Yes."  "  There  is  something 
wanting.  What  is  it  ?  Why,  the  best 
part  oi  it— 'HATH  EVERLASTING  LIFEr' 

At  once  the  truth  flashed  upon  her, 
and  she  cried  out  :  "  Oh,  I  see  !  It  all 
goes  together,  doesn't  it?"  "Yes,"  I 
said.  "  Praise  the  Lord !  It  all  goes 
together  !  "  The  joy  of  the  saved  woman 
was  indescribable.  "Oh,  sir,"  said  she, 
"I  shall  never  forget  this  day."  "  I  did 
not  come  by  chance,"  I  said.  "  The 
shower  of  rain  brought  me  here.  Let 
us  thank  God  for  what  He  has  done  for 
you." 
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More  than  a  Friend. 

WAS  deeply  interested  in 
hearing  of  an  incident  that 
took  place  at  a  soldier's 
grave  in  one  of  the  Southern 
States  of  America.  A  person  was 
seen  decking  it  with  flowers ;  and  a 
stranger,  observing  him,  asked,  with 
a  tone  of  sympathy,  "  If  his  son  were 
buried  there  P"  "  No,"  was  the  reply. 
"A  brother?"  "No."  "  Some  other 
relation  ?  "  "  No."  "  Whose  memory, 
then,  may  I  venture  to  ask,  do  you 
thus  so  sacredly  and  tenderly 
cherish?"  Pausing  a  moment  from 
emotion,  he  replied — "  When  the  war 
broke  out,  I  was  drafted  for  the  army  ; 
and  as  I  was  unable  to  procure  a  sub- 
stitute, I  prepared  to  go.  Just  as  I 
was  leaving  home  to  report  myself  for 
duty,  a  young  man  whom  I  knew  came 
to  me,  and  said :  *  You  have  a  large 
family,  whom  your  wife  cannot  sup- 
port when  you  are  gone.  I  am  a 
single  man,  and  have  no  one  depending 
upon  me — I  will  go  for  you.'  He 
went.  In  the  battle  of  Chickamauga 
the  poor  fellow  was  dangerously 
wounded,  and  was  taken  to  the  hos- 
pital. After  a  lingering  illness,  he 
died,  and  was  buried  here.  Ever 
since  his  death  I  have  wished  to  visit 
this  place,  and  having  saved  sufficient 
funds,  I  arrived  yesterday,  and  to-day 
have  found  his  grave." 

The  touching  story  concluded,  he 
planted  the  rest  of  the  flowers.  Then 
taking  a  rude  board,  he  inserted  it  at 
the  foot  of  the  grave.  On  it  were 
written  these  simple  words,  and  no 
more — 

"HE  DIED  FOR  ME." 
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I  know  your  heart  will  glow  when 
you  think  of  that  noble  fellow's  gener- 
ous, self-sacrificing  love  for  his  friend. 
Does  it  not  glow  when  you  think  of 
One  who  died  for  you?  Is  that 
deed  forgotten,  and  not  one  loving, 
grateful  thought  given  to  His  dear 
memory  ?  Yet,  as  truly  as  that  gener- 
ous soldier  died  to  save  his  friend,  so 
truly  did  Jesus  die  for  you — yes,  far 
more  so.  The  soldier  might  have 
returned  safe,  but  Jesus  knew  He 
went  forth  to  death  for  you.  And 
how  have  you  treated  Him  ? 

He  knew  you  did  not  love  Him,  nor 
care  for  your  soul ;  but  He  saw  you 
would  be  lost,  so  He  gave  Himself  up 
to  suffer  in  your  stead.  And  you  have 
hardly  thought  of  it !  You  have  shed 
no  tears  for  Him,  nor  experienced  one 
loving  feeling. 

Perhaps  you  think  that  because  He 
was  the  Son  of  God,  He  could  feel 
no  pain  or  grief  !  Listen !  He  says, 
"  My  soul  is  exceeding  sorrowful,  even 
unto  death."  "  If  it  be  possible,  let 
this  cup  pass  from  Me;  nevertheless 
not  as  I  will,  but  as  Thou  wilt."  He 
died  a  most  suffering,  agonizing  death, 
and  a  mocking  crowd  stood  round 
Him — and  all  for  yOU. 

"  He  who  knew  no  sin  "  was  then 
"  made  sin  for  us ;"  "  He  bare  our  sins 
in  His  own  body  on  the  tree  : "  and 
the  Father  hid  His  face  from  His  own 
Son,  when  made  a  curse  for  us — for 
you.  It  was  this — not  the  tortures  of 
crucifixion,  but  this — that  broke  His 
heart,  and  wrung  from  Him  that  cry 
of  agony,  "My  God,  My  God,  why 
hast  Thou  forsaken  Me  ?  " 

Thus  He  died,  and,  died  for  you. 
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A  Lesson  from  a  Brick. 


REMARKABLE  brick, 
taken  from  the  ancient 
wall  of  Babylon,  bears  the 
inscription  of  one  of  its  mighty 
kings.  In  the  centre  of  the  in- 
scription is  a  footprint  of  one  of 
the  dogs  which  wandered  about 
the  crowded  city.  It  was  the 
custom  to  imprint  the  royal 
mark  upon  the  bricks  used  for 
public  works.  While  this  par- 
ticular brick  was  lying  in  its 
plastic  or  soft  state,  drying  in 
the  sun,  a  vagrant  dog  evidently 
trod  upon  it.  The  king's  in- 
scription is  entirely  illegible, 
while  the  footprint  of  the  dog  is 
perfectly  distinct.  The  name  of 
the  mighty  ruler  of  Babylon  is 
unknown.  The  footprint  of  the 
dog  has  decidedly  the  advantage 
over  the  inscription  of  the  king. 
May  we  not  see  here  a  picture 
of  man's  present  condition? 
Created  originally  "in  the  image 
of  God.''  God's  image  is  defaced, 
obliterated,  and  the  image  of  the 
evil  one  is  distinctly  visible. 

The  Word  of  God  speaks  of  man 
as  wholly  corrupt,  and  needing  a 
change,  so  complete  and  thorough, 
that  it  is  called  a  ''new  creation." 
He  "must  be  born  again,"  like 
the  brick  needed  grinding  up,  re- 
making, and  restamping — resto- 
ration impossible." 
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A  RICH  MAN  CARRYING  BRICKS. 

NOT  long  ago  in  an  American  town, 
a  hod-carrier  was  toiling  up  a  ladder 
with  his  load  of  bricks  upon  his 
back,  when  a  letter  was  handed  him  by  a 
messenger.  He  paused  in  the  midst  of  his 
work  and  read  it ;  when,  suddenly,  he  drop- 
ped his  hod,  threw  off  his  working  garb, 
and  tossing  his  hat  in  the  air,  exclaimed  : 
"  Boys,  I'm  not  going  to  carry  bricks  and 
mortar  any  longer.     I'm  a  rich  man  1" 

It  proved  that  he  had  received  a 
letter  from  his  far-off  home  in  Ireland, 
announcing  that  a  wealthy  uncle  had 
died,  leaving  him  the  heir  to  a  large 
property.  This  was  the  occasion  of  his 
extraordinary  conduct, — throwing  up  his 
whole  business,  casting  away  the  tools  and 
the  clothes  of  a  day-labourer,  and  announc- 
ing himself  a  man  of  wealth;  and  nothing 
to  base  it  all  upon  except  the  fact  that 
the  postman  had  brought  him  a  letter. 

And  what  was  the  ground  of  his  con- 
fidence ?  Simply  that  he  believed  in  the 
genuineness  of  the  letter. 

Now,  how  may  a  man  know  that  he  is 
saved,  and  has  eternal  life  ? 

A  letter  has  come  to  him  from  heaven. 
"  This  is  the  record,  that  God  hath  given  to 
us  eternal  life!'  '^He  that  believe th  on  the 
Son  hath  eternal  life!'  Such  are  the  con- 
tents of  our  letter.  We  become  rich,  there- 
fore, and  assured  possessors  of  salvation, 
by  simply  believing  the  message  that  has 
come  to  us.  It  is  not  what  we  feel  that 
gives  us  the  evidence  of  our  salvation. 

The  workman  had  not  felt  the  money. 
He  simply  believed  the  letter.  Won't  you 
believe  the  letter  that  God  has  sent  you  ? 
Cannot  you  "  believe  the  record  that  God 
has  given  of  His  Son?"  The  good  news 
of  eternal  life.  "  The  Lord  hath  laid  on 
Him  the  iniquity  of  us  all!' 

And  God  says  :  "  He  that  believeth  on 
the  Son  of  God  hath  the  witness  in  him- 
self; but  he  that  believeth  not  God  hath 
made  Him  a  liar,  because  he  believeth  not 
the  record  that  God  gave  of  His  Son." 
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"  THE  MAN  THAT  DIED  FOR  ME." 

A  Thrilling  Californian  Story. 

MANY  years  ago  I  wanted  to  go  as  a  Foreign 
Missionary,  but  my  way  seemed  hedged 
about,  and  as  the  years  came  and  went, 
I  went  to  live  on  the  Pacific  coast,  in  California. 
Life  was  rough  in  the  mining  country  where  I 
lived  with  my  husband  and  little  boys.  I  heard  of 
a  man  who  lived  over  the  hills,  who  was  dying  of 
consumption,  and  they  said  :  *'  He  is  so  vile,  no 
one  can  stand  it  to  stay  with  him,  so  the  men 
place  some  food  near  him,  and  leave  him  for 
twenty-four  hours."  And  added,  "  They'll  find 
him  dead  some  time,  and  the  quicker  the 
better.     Never  had  a  soul,  I  guess." 

The  pity  of  it  all  haunted  me  as  I  went  about 
my  work,  and  I  tried  for  three  days  to  get  some 
one  to  go  and  see  him,  and  find  out  if  he  was  in 
need  of  better  care.  As  I  turned  from  the  last 
man,  vexed  with  his  indifference,  the  thought 
came  to  me:  "Why  don't  you  go  yourself? 
Here's  missionary  work  if  you  want  it." 

I'll  not  tell  how  I  weighed  the  probable  use- 
lessness  of  my  going,  or  how  I  shrank  from  one 
so  vile  as  he.  It  wasn't  the  kind  of  work  I 
wanted.  At  last,  one  day  I  went  over  the  hills 
to  the  little  abode  or  mud  cabin.  It  was  just 
one  room.  The  door  stood  open,  and  up  in  one 
corner,  on  some  straw  and  coloured  blankets,  I 
found  the  dying  man.  Sin  had  left  awful  marks 
on  his  face,  and  if  I  had  not  heard  that  he  could 
not  move,  I  should  have  retreated.  As  my 
shadow  fell  over  the  floor,  he  looked  up,  and 
greeted  me  with  a  dreadful  oath.  I  stepped  for- 
ward a  little,  and  there  came  another  oath. 
"  Don't  speak  so,  my  friend,"  I  said.  "  I  ain't 
your  friend.     I  ain't  got  any  friends,"  he  said. 

"  Well,  I  am  yours,  and "  but  the  oaths  came 

thickly  as  he  said:  "You  ain't  my  friend.  I 
never  had  any  friends,  and  I  don't  want  any." 

I  reached  out,  at  arm's  length,  the  fruit  I  had 
brought  him,  and  stepping  back  to  the  doorway, 
I  asked  him  if  he  remembered  his  mother,  hoping 
to  find  a  tender  place  in  his  heart;  but  he  cursed 
her.  I  asked  him  if  he  ever  had  a  wife,  and  he 
cursed  her.  I  spoke  of  God,  and  he  cursed  Him. 
I  tried  to  speak  of  Jesus  and  His  death  for  us, 
but  he  stopped  me  with  his  oaths,  and  said : 
"  That's  all  a  lie.  Nobody  ever  died  for  others." 
I  went  away  discouraged.  I  said  to  myself, 
"  I  knew  it  was  no  use."  The  next  day  I  went 
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back  again,  and  I  went  every  day  for  two  weeks, 
but  he  did  not  show  the  gratitude  of  a  dog.  At 
the  end  of  that  time  I  said,  "  I'm  not  going  any 
more."  That  night  when  I  was  putting  my  httle 
boys  to  bed,  I  did  not  pray  for  the  miner  as  I 
had  been  accustomed  to  do.  My  Httle  Charhe 
noticed  it,  and  said  :  "  Mamma,  you  did  not  pray 
for  the  bad  man."  "  No,"  I  answered  with  a 
sigh.  "  Have  you  given  him  up,  mamma  ?  " 
"Yes,  I  guess  so,"  I  said.  "Has  God  given 
him  up,  mamma  ?  Ought  you  to  give  him  up 
till  God  does?" 

That  night  I  could  not  sleep.  "  That  man 
dying,  and  so  vile,  with  no  one  to  care.^^  I  got  up 
and  wentaway  by  myself  to  pray,  but  the  moment 
I  touched  my  knees,  I  was  overpowered  by  the 
sense  of  how  httle  meaning  there  had  been  in  my 
prayers.  I  had  had  no  faith,  and  I  had  not  really 
caredy  beyond  a  kind  of  half-hearted  sentiment. 
I  had  riot  claimed  this  soul  for  God.  Oh,  the 
shame,  the  sha7n,  of  my  missionary  zeal  !  I  fell 
on  my  face  literally,  as  I  cried :  "  O  Christ, 
give  me  a  little  glimpse  of  the  worth  of  a  human 
soul."  Did  you,  Christian,  ever  ask  that  and 
mean  it  ?  Don't  do  it  unless  you  are  willing  to 
give  up  ease  and  selfish  pleasure,  for  life  will  be 
a  different  thing  to  you  after  that  revelation.  I 
stayed^  my  knees  until  Calvary  became  a  reality 
to  me.  I  cannot  describe  those  hours.  They 
came  and  went  unheeded,  but  I  learned  that 
night  what  I  had  never  known  before,  what  it  was 
to  travail  for  a  human  soul.  I  saw  my  Lord  as 
I  had  never  seen  Him  before.  I  stayed  there 
until  the  answer  came.  As  I  went  back  to  my 
room,  my  husband  said :  "  How  about  your 
miner?"  "He  is  going  to  be  saved,"  I  said. 
"  How  are  you  going  to  do  it  ?  "  he  asked.  "  The 
Lord  is  going  to  save  him,  and  I  don't  know  as  I 
shall  do  anything  about  it,"  I  replied. 

The  next  morning  brought  a  lesson  in  Christian 
work  I  had  never  learned  before.  I  had  waited 
on  other  days  until  the  afternoon  when,  my  work 
being  over,  I  could  change  my  dress,  put  on  my 
gloves,  and  take  a  walk  while  the  shadows  were 
on  the  hill-sides.  That  day,  the  moment  my 
little  boys  went  off  to  school,  I  left  my  work, 
and,  without  waiting  for  gloves  or  shadows, 
hurried  over  the  hills,  not  to  see  "that  vile 
wretch,"  but,  to  win  a  soul  I  thought  the  man 
might  die.  There  was  a  human  soul  in  the  bal- 
ance, and  I  wanted  to  get  there  quickly.  As  I 
passed  on,  a  neighbour  came  out  of  her  cabin, 
and  said :  "  I'll  go  over  the  hills  with  you,  I 
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guess."  I  did  not  want  her,  but  it  was  another 
lesson  for  me.  God  could  plan  better  than  I 
could.  She  had  her  little  girl  with  her,  and  as 
we  reached  the  cabin,  she  said  :  "  I'll  wait  out 
here,  and  you  hurry,  won't  you  ?  " 

I  do  not  know  what  I  expected,  but  the  man 
greeted  me  with  an  awful  oath  ;  but  it  did  not 
hurt  as  it  did  before  ;  for  I  was  behind  Christ, 
and  I  stayed  there.  I  could  bear  what  struck 
Him  first.  While  I  was  changing  the  basin  of 
water  and  towel  for  him,  things  which  I  had  done 
every  day,  and  which  he  had  used,  but  never 
thanked  me  for,  the  clear  laugh  of  the  little  girl 
rang  out  upon  the  air  like  a  bird  note.  "  What's 
that  ?  "  said  the  man  eagerly.  "  It's  a  little  girl 
outside  who  is  waiting  for  me."  "  Would  you 
mind  letting  her  come  in  ?  "  said  he,  in  a  differ- 
ent tone  from  any  I  had  heard  before.  Stepping 
to  the  door  I  beckoned  to  her,  and  then  taking 
her  by  the  hand,  said  :  "  Come  in  and  see  the 
sick  man,  Mamie."  She  shrank  back  as  she  saw 
his  face,  and  said,  "  I'm  'fraid,"  but  I  assured 
her,  "  Poor  sick  man,  can't  get  up  ;  he  wants  to 
see  you."  She  looked  like  an  angel ;  her  bright 
face,  her  eyes  tender  and  pitiful.  In  her  hand 
she  held  theflowers  she  had  picked,  and  bending 
towards  him,  she  said  :  "I  sorry  for  'ou,  sick  man. 
Will  'ou  have  a  posy  ?  "  He  laid  his  great  bony 
hand  beyond  the  flowers  on  the  plump  hand  of 
the  child,  and  the  great  tears  came  as  he  said  : 
"I  had  a  little  girl  once,  and  she  died.  Her  name 
was  Mamie.  She  cared  for  me.  Nobody  else 
did.  Guess  I'd  been  different  if  she'd  lived. 
I've  hated  everybody  since  she  died." 

I  knew  at  once  I  had  the  key  to  the  man's 
heart.  The  thought  came  quickly,  born  of  that 
midnight  prayer,  and  I  said  :  "  When  I  spoke  of 
your  mother  and  your  wife  you  cursed  them  ;  I 
know  now  that  they  were  not  good  women, — you 
could  not  have  cursed  a  good  mother."  "  Good 
Women  I  Oh, you  don't  know  nothing  'bout  that 
kind  of  woman.      You  can't  /hinh  what  they  was." 

"Well,  if  your^ttle  girl  had  lived  and  grown 
up  with  them,  wouldn't  she  have  been  just  like 
them?  Would  you  have  liked  to  have  her  live 
for  that  ?"  He  evidently  had  never  thought  of  it, 
and  his  great  eyes  looked  off  for  a  full  minute. 
As  they  came  back  to  mine,  he  cried,  "Oh  !  God, 
no  !     I'd  ki//ed  her  first.     I'm  glad  she  died'' 

Reaching  out  and  taking  the  poor  hand,  I 

said,  "  The  dear  Lord  didn't  want  her  to  be  like 

them.     He  loved  her  even  better  than  you  did. 

So  He  took  her  away  where  she  could  be  cared 
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for  by  the  angels.  He  is  keeping  her  for  you. 
To-day  she  is  waiting  for  you.  Don't  you  want 
to  see  her  again  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I'd  be  willing  to  be  burnt  alive  a  thou- 
sand times,  if  I  could  just  see  my  little  gal  once 

more,  my  Mamie''' 

*  *  *  * 

Oh,  friends,  you  know  what  a  blessed  story  I 
had  then  to  tell,  and  I  had  been  so  close  to 
Calvary  that  night  that  I  could  tell  it  in  earnest ! 
The  poor  face  grew  ashy  pale  as  I  talked,  and 
the  man  threw  up  his  arms  as  though  his  agony 
was  mastering  him.  Two  or  three  times  he 
gasped  as  though  losing  breath.  Then  clutch- 
ing me,  he  said:  "What's  that,  woman,  you  said 
t'other  day  'bout  talking  to  somebody  out  o' 
sight?"  "It's  praying,"  I  said.  "I  tell  Him 
what  I  want."  "  Pray  now,  pray  quick.  Tell 
Him  I  want  my  little  gal  agin.  Tell  Him  any- 
thing you  want  to." 

I  took  the  hands  of  the  child,  and  placed  them 
on  the  trembling  hands  of  the  man.  Then  drop- 
ping on  my  knees,  with  the  child  in  front  of  me, 
I  bade  her  pray  for  the  man  who  had  lost  his 
little  Mamie,  and  wanted  to  see  her  again.  This 
was  Mamie's  prayer  :— "  Dear  Jesus,  this  man  is 
sick.  He  has  lost  his  'ittle  girl,  and  he  feels  bad 
about  it.  I'se  so  sorry  for  him,  and  he's  so  sorry, 
too.    Won't  You  help  him  ?   Do,  please.  Amen." 

Heaven  seemed  to  open  before  us.  There 
stood  One  with  the  prints  of  the  nails  in  His 
hands  and  the  wound  in  His  side.  Mamie 
slipped  away  soon,  but  the  man  kept  saying, 
"  Tell  Him  more,  tell  Him  everything  ;  but,  oh ! 
you  don't  know."  Then  he  poured  out  such  a 
torrent  of  confession  of  his  life  that  I  could  not 
have  borne  it  but  for  the  One  Who  was  close 
to  us  that  hour.  You,  Christian  worker,  know 
how  HE  reached  out  after  that  lost  soul.  By- 
and-bye,  the  poor  man  grasped  THE  strong 
hands.  It  was  the  third  day  when  the  poor  tired 
soul  turned  from  everything,  to  Him,  the  Mighty 
to  save,  "  The  Man  Who  died  for  Me."  He  lived 
on  for  weeks,  as  if  God  would  show  how  real  was 
the  change.  I  had  been  telling  him  one  day 
about  a  Meeting,  and  he  said  :  "  I'd  like  to  go 
to  a  Meetin'  once.  I  never  went  to  one  of  them 
things."  So  we  planned  a  Meeting,  and  the  men 
came  from  the  mills  and  the  mines,  and  filled 
the  room.  "  Now,  boys,"  said  he,  "  get  down  on 
your  knees  while  she  tells  'bout  that  Man  that 
died  for  me." 

I  had  been  brought  up  to  believe  that  a  woman 
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shouldn't  speak  in  Meeting,  but  I  found  myself 
telling  the  simple  story  of  the  cross.  After 
awhile  he  said,  "  Oh,  boys,  you  don't  half  believe 
it,  or  you'd  cry ;  you  couldn't  help  it.  Boys, 
raise  me  up.  Fd  like  to  tell  it  once^  So  they 
raised  him  up,  and  batween  his  short  breathing 
and  coughing,  he  told  the  story.  He  used  the 
language  he  knew, — "  Boys,"  he  said,  "  you  know 
how  the  water  runs  down  the  sluice  boxes,  and 
carries  off  all  the  dirt,  and  leaves  the  gold  be- 
hind. Well,  the  blood  of  that  Man  she  tells 
about,  went  right  over  me,  just  like  that ;  it 
carried  off  'bout  everything.  But  it  left  enough 
for  me  to  see  Mamie,  and  to  see  the  Man  that 
died  for  me.     Oh,  boys,  can't  you  lone  Him?" 

Some  days  after  there  came  a  look  into  his  face 
that  told  the  end  was  near.  I  had  to  leave  him, 
and  I  said  :  "  What  shall  I  say  to-night.  Jack  ?  " 
"  Just  good-night,"  he  said.  "  What  will  you  say 
to  me  when  we  meet  again?  "  "  I'll  say  'good- 
morning  '  up  there." 

The  next  morning  the  door  was  closed,  and  I 
found  two  of  the  men  sitting  silently  by  a  board 
stretched  across  two  stools.  They  turned  back  the 
sheet  from  the  dead,  and  I  looked  on  the  face, 
which  seemed  to  have  come  back  nearer  to  the 
*'image  of  God."  "  I  wish  you  could  have  seen 
him  when  he  went,"  they  said.  "Tell  me  about  it." 
"Well,  all  at  once  he  brightened  up  'bout  mid- 
night, and  smilin',  said,  '  I'm  goin',  boys.  Tell 
her  I'm  going  to  see  Mamie.  Tell  her  I'm  going 
to  see  the  Man  that  died  for  me^'  an' he  was  gone." 

Kneeling  there^,  with  my  hands  over  those  poor 
cold  ones,  that  had  been  stained  with  human 
blood,  I  asked  to  come  to  understand  more  and 
more  the  zvorth  of  a  human  soul,  and  to  be  drawn 
into  deeper  sympathy  wiih  Christ's  yearning  com- 
passion, "  Not  wiUing  that  any  should  perish." 

^-By  Mrs.  J.  K,  Barney. 


DifTerence  between  History 
and  Faith. 

A  Japanese  Christian  Convert  thus 
put  it  :— 

Believing-  that  Jesus  died— will  save 
nobody— is  simply  a  matter  of  history. 

Believing"  that  Jesus  died  for  me— will 
save  anybody— this  is  an  act  of  faith. 

St.  Paul  was  no  clearer  when  he  said— 
**  He  loved  me  and  g-ave  Himself  for  me." 
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Just  stop  Doing. 

♦ 

YES,  just  stop  doing,  and  begin  to 
trust  Christ  to  do  all,  and  you  are 
safe.  A  man  is  rowing  a  boat  on  a 
river  justabove  a  dreadful  cataract.  The 
current  begins  to  bear  him  downward, 
the  spectators  on  the  banks  give  him  up 
for  lost  ;  *'He  is  gone  !"  they  all  ex- 
claim. But  in  another  moment  a  rope 
is  thrown  towards  the  wretched  man  ; 
it  strikes  the  water  close  to  the  boat. 
Now,  how  does  the  case  stand  ?  Do 
all  the  spectators  call  upon  him  to  row, 
to  row  stronger,  to  try  harder  to  reach 
the  shore  ?  Oh  no ;  the  eager  and  united 
cry  is,  '' Drop  your  oars  !  Give  up  your 
desperate  attempt  !  Catch  hold  of  the 
rope  !  "  So  all  the  sinner's  hope  lies 
not  in  struggling  to  save  himself,  but 
in  ceasing  to  struggle ;  for  while  he  ex- 
pects to  accomplish  the  work  of  salva- 
tion, he  will  not  look  to  Christ  to  do  it 
for  him.  It  is  not  doin^,  hut yieldingy 
that  is  required. 

But  you  say,  ''Why  then  do  you 
urge  me  to  become  a  Christian,  or  to  do 
anything  ?  Why  not  let  me  sit  still, 
and  wait  till  Christ  shall  come  and  par- 
don me. '^"  And  what  if  the  man  in  the 
boat  dropped  his  oar,  and  then  folded  his 
hands  and  waited  for  the  rope  to  save 
him  ?  He  might  as  well  have  died  row- 
ing as  sitting  still,  and  would^i"  certainly 
have  died  in  the  latter  case  as  in  the 
former.  ^\xX.h.Qvc\ust grasp  the  rope.  So 
the  sinner  must  lay  hold  upon  Christy 
not  by  waiting  till  he  is  better,  but  by 
first  concluding  that  he  shall  never  be 
any  better  in  the  way  he  is  going  on, 
and  then  looking  to  Christ. 

190 


The   Wonderful 
JewelSo 

LADY  who  had  lost  all 
her  health  in  following 
the  gaieties  of  the 
fashionable  world,  was 
reclining  on  her  bed,  longing  for 
the  society  and  pleasure  that 
she  once  enjoyed.  She  told  her 
sick-nurse  to  fetch  the  box  that 
held  her  jewels,  so  that  she 
might  amuse  herself  in  recall- 
ing to  her  memory  the  festive 
seasons  when  she  had  worn 
them  to  the  admiration  of  so 
many.  ''  Now,  Nurse,"  said  she, 
"  would  you  not  like  to  have 
some  of  these  jewels  ? " 

"  No,  Ma'am,  not  at  all,  for  I 
have  jewels  much  finer." 

"How  can  that  be.  Nurse? 
Mine  are  the  finest  jewels  in  the 
land.  Where  are  yours?  You 
never  wear  them." 

The  nurse  held  up  her  Bible, 
saying,  ''  My  jewels  are  in  here." 

The  lady,  thinking  that  there 
were  some  hidden  away  in  the 
book,  said,  ''  Take  them  out  and 
show  them  to  me." 

"  Why,  Ma'am,  my  jewels  are 
so  precious,  I  can  only  show 
you  one  at  a  time."  Then  she 
opened  her  Bible  and  read — 
"I  have  learned,  in  whatsoever 
state  I  am,  therewith  to  be  con- 
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tent." — pbii.  iv.  11.  She  told  her  of 
the  treasure  that  she  had  in 
heaven  ;  how  that,  though  poor, 
she  had  a  loving  Father,  who 
provided  for  her,  and  the  great 
happiness  that  she  had  in  Him, 
and  how  she  was  patiently  wait- 
ing for  the  kingdom  to  come. 

''  Why,  Nurse,  I  never  heard 
anything  like  that  ;  how  happy 
you  must  be  to  feel  as  you  do  ! 
I  wish  I  could  do  the  same." 

The  next  day  the  lady  said, 
"  Nurse,  I  should  like  to  see 
another  of  your  jewels  ;  the  one 
you  showed  me  was  beautiful.'' 

The  nurse  again  opened  her 
Bible,  and  read — "This  is  a 
faithful  saying,  and  worthy  of  all 
acceptation,  that  Christ  Jesus 
came  into  the  world  to  save  sin- 


ners."  1  Tim.  i.  15. 


From  the  few  words  that  fol- 
lowed, the  lady's  heart  was 
opened  to  feel  that  she  was  a 
sinner,  that  Christ  Jesus  was 
her  Saviour ;  and  she  soon 
found  rest,  peace,  joy,  in  believ- 
ing and  trusting  Christ  Jesus 
as  her  Saviour  also. 


Reformation  Useless. 

XF  thou  art  not  born  ag-ain,  all  thy 
outward  reformation  is  nought  in 
the  sight  of  God;  thou  hast  shut  the 
door  with  the  thief  still  in  the  house. 
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The  Cooler  of  Hamburgh. 

I^^^PIN"  a  fine  summer's  evening, 
IsIE^jI^  as  crowds  of  artisans  were 
^11^^:  passing  along  the  streets  of 
Hamburgh,  to  drink  coffee 
and  hear  the  music  at  Altona,  a  shoe- 
maker was  cobbling  his  shoe  beneath 
an  awning  near  his  door.  Above  his 
head  was  a  starling,  which  sang  and 
chattered,  and  seemed  to  keep  a  busy 
talk  with  its  kind-hearted  possessor. 
Hans  would  say  half  aloud — "  Thou 
art  a  happy  bird,  and  well  provided 
for,  and  why  should  not  I  be  a  happy 
Christian,  with  such  mercies  ?  *'  and 
so  he  would  begin  to  sing  one  of  the 
fine  old  German  psalm  tunes. 

While  thus  engaged  on  the  said 
evening,  hardly  looking  up  from  the 
sole  of  the  large  shoe  before  him,  and 
heedless  of  the  crowded  street,  a  young 
man  who  was  passing  by  stopped  and 
addressed  him,  saying,  "  Well,  friend, 
— beg  pardon — but  you  seem  a  merry 
fellow  !  "  The  person  who  thus  spake 
had  the  look  and  dress  of  a  student. 
Hans  looked  up,  and  replied  with  a 
cheerful  voice,  "Merry!  to  be  sure  I 
am  ;  and  why  should  I  not  be  so  ?  " 
"  All  are  not  so !  "  replied  the  student, 
with  a  sigh.  "Why  should  you  not? 
your  own  poverty  might  afford  a 
sufficient  cause  for  sadness.  But  you 
have  no  one,  I  suppose,  to  take  care 
of  but* the  bird  up  there,  who  seems, 
by  the  way,  to  be  as  jolly  as  your- 
self !  "  "  And  why  should  he  not  be 
merry,  my  little  speckled-breast  ?  " 
said  Hans,  chirruping  to  his  starling. 
"  But  he  is  not  all  my  family,  young 
man,   for  I  have    a   wife    and   seven 
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children  to  provide  for  with  these 
hands ;  but  see,  I  can  sing  at  my 
work  !  " 

The  student  was  silent,  and  began 
to  think  how,  in  spite  of  having  youth 
and  health  on  his  side,  with  fair  pros- 
pects of  success  in  the  world,  he  yet 
had  no  peace  with  God,  and  knew  not 
Jesus  Christ !  He  was  a  Jew,  and 
felt  that  for  his  soul  old  things  had 
passed  away,  but  nothing  had  as  yet 
become  new  !  And  so,  while  on  his 
way  to  seek  some  repose  from  the 
music  in  the  public  gardens,  he  was 
arrested  by  the  busy  and  happy  cob- 
bler, and  by  a  sudden  impulse  was 
induced  to  address  him,  in  order  to 
discover  from  what  source  one  so  poor, 
and  yet  so  contented,  drew  his  happi- 
ness. 

Again  resuming  the  conversation, 
he  said,  "  I  confess,  friend,  I  am  sur- 
prised to  see  a  poor  artisan  like  you 
so  cheerful."  "  Poor  !  "  exclaimed 
Hans,  "  how  knowest  thou,  friend, 
how  my  account  stands  with  the 
bank  ?  Poor !  I  am  richer  than 
thou  knowest.' '  "It  may  be — it  may 
be,"  said  the  student,  with  a  smile ; 
"  I  must  have  heard,  though  I  have 
forgot  thy  name,  in  the  Exchange,  or 
when  in  the  bank."  "  Enough,"  said 
Hans,  "  thou  hast  confessed  thy  ignor- 
ance of  me  !  "  and  then  stopping  his 
work,  laying  his  hand  on  the  student's 
arm,  and  looking  at  him  earnestly, 
he  said  calmly,  "  Stranger,  I  am  not 
poor.  Don't  pity  me :  envy  me,  for 
be  it  known  to  thee  that  I  am  a  King*s 
Son  I  " 

The  student  started,  made  a  low 
bow,  and  departed.  "Poor  fellow," 
poor  fellow  !  "  he  muttered  to  himself. 
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"  And  art  thou  happy  only  because 
thou  art  mad  ?  I  have  sought  strength 
and  comfort  at  thy  mouth  in  vain." 

A  week  passed,  and  again  the  stu- 
dent traversed  the  same  street,  and 
there,  in  the  old  place,  was  Hans,  busy 
as  ever.  The  student,  as  he  passed, 
took  off  his  cap,  and  said,  "  Good  even- 
ing to  your  royal  highness  !  "  "  Halt, 
friend,"  cried  Hans,  with  a  cheerful 
but  firm  voice,  "and  come  here  for 
a  few  minutes.  I  am  glad  I  have 
seen  you  again.  You  left  me  ab- 
ruptly the  other  evening.  I  suppose 
you  thought  me  mad.  But  I  am  not, 
but  in  sober  earnest.  I  tell  you  again 
I  am  a  King's  son,  and  when  you 
interrupted  me  I  was  singing  a  song 
about  my  kingdom.  Would  you  like 
to  hear  it  ? "  "  Surely,  if  it  please 
your  royal  highness,"  replied  the  Jew, 
with  a  benevolent  smile,  and  anxious 
to  gratify  his  strange  acquaintance, 
whose  insanity  he  never  doubted. 
Hans,  having  provided  a  seat  for  the 
young  Jew,  began  to  sing  a  hymn  on 
"  Thy  Icivgdom  come,^'  and  when  it 
was  finished,  perceiving  that  it  was 
listened  to  with  apparently  deep  in- 
terest, he  asked  if  he  understood  its 
meaning. 

The  Jew  shook  his  head,  upon  which 
Hans  proceeded  to  explain  all  he  knew 
about  the  kingdom  of  Jesus  Christ, 
and  the  glory  of  its  King.  Beginning 
with  the  promise  uttered  in  Eden,  of 
One  who  should  bruise  the  serpent's 
head,  he  pointed  out  the  growth  of 
prophecy  from  age  to  age,  showing 
how  "  all  things  must  be  fulfilled 
which  were  written  in  the  law  of 
Moses  and  the  Psalms  concerning 
Christ;"  how  it  "behoved  the  Mes- 
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siAH  TO  SUFFER,  and  to  enter  into  His 
glory ;  how  all  power  was  now  given 
Him ;    how  He  was  to  establish  on 
earth  a  universal  kingdom,  '  never  to 
be  moved,'  which  embraced  Jew  and 
Gentile  in  one  citizenship;   and  how 
every  subject  in  His  kingdom  was  a 
son  and  heir,  yea,  a  '  joint  heir  '  with 
Christ   the  King,  and   would  'reign 
with  Him  for  ever  and  ever  ! '  "     As 
old  Hans  expatiated    on    these    pro- 
mises, his   work  was   laid  aside,  his 
eye   beamed  with  love  and  hope,  and 
deep  feeling  gave  eloquence  and  grace 
to  his  language.     The  Jew  sat  at  his 
feet,   gazing  up  to  him  with  his  full 
black  eye,  and  so  absorbed  by  all  he 
heard  for  the  first   time  in  his   life 
of  the  promise  made  of  old  unto  his 
fathers,  that  he  was  roused  from  his 
waking  dream  only  by  Hans  taking 
him    by    the    shoulder,    and   saying, 
"  Now  thou  seest  how  I  am  a  King's 
son,  and  why  I  am  happy^  for  I  know 
and  love  this  Jesus,  and  all  things  are 
mine.     Young  man,"  he   asked  with 
emphasis,     "  believest    thou   the   pro- 
phets ?     I  know  that  thou  believest ! 
For,  unless  I  mistake  thy  countenance 
greatly,   thy  fathers   did;    and.  thou, 
my  son,  believing  in  them,  must  also 
believe  in  Him  whom  they  have  fore- 
told,   and   whom   God   hath    sent   to 
perform  the  mercy   promised  to  thy 
fathers." 

The  Jew  was  silent.  Unutterable 
thoughts  passed  through  his  mind. 
"  Where,"  he  asked  meekly,  "  can  I 
learn  more  of  this  ?  " 

"  From  this  book,"  said  Hans,  hand- 
ing him  a  Bible.  "  Go  home,  and  read 
there  about  the  kingdom,  and  return 
it  to  me  when  thou  hast  studied  the 
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passages  I  shall  point  out  to  thee. 
And  whilst  thou  art  doing  this,  I  shall, 
like  Moses,  pray  for  thee,  and  ask  One 
to  pray  for  thee,  whom  as  yet  thou 
knowest  not,  but  who  knoweth  thee, 
and  who  is  greater  than  Moses ! " 
The  young  man  grasped  Hans  by  the 
hand,  and  taking  off  his  cap,  made  a 
respectful  bow  and  departed. 

•  My  story  is  ended.  The  young  Jew 
has  been  for  many  years  an  eminent 
and  successful  Christian  missionary 
to  his  brethren  in  Silesia. 

"I  wish  I  was 
Somebody  Else." 


'^  Jl  H/'  says  the  cooper,  "  mine 
TJ  is  a  hard  lot,  for  ever  trot- 
^       ting   round    like   a    dog, 
driving  away  at  this  hoop." 

"  Heigho,"  sighs  the  black- 
smith,  "  this  is  life  with  a  venge- 
ance, melting  and  frying  one's 
self  over  the  fire." 

"  Oh  that  I  were  a  carpenter,'' 
ejaculates  the  shoemaker.  "Here 
1  am,  day  after  day,  working 
away,  cooped  up  in  this  little 
seven-by-nine  room." 

"  I  am  sick  of  this  out-door 
work,"  exclaims  the  carpenter, 
"broiling  and  sweating  under 
the  sun — If  I  were  only  a  tailor." 
"This  is  too  bad,"  cries  the 
tailor,   "to  be  compelled  to  sit 
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perched  up  here  plying  my 
needle  ;  would  that  mine  was 
a  more  active  life." 

"Were  ever  such  a  life  as 
mine  ? ''  said  the  housemaid, 
"ever  on  the  run  to  carry  out 
the  whims  of  missus." 

"  The  days  are  too  long/'  says 
the  mistress  ;  "*"  how  one  is 
plagued  with  these  servants.'' 

"  Trade  is  shocking/'  says  the 
shopkeeper  ;  "  people  won  t  buy, 
and  I  can't  get  my  money  in.  I 
wish  I  was  in  a  situation." 

"  Happy  fellow/'  says  the 
assistant ;  "  here  am  I  kept  hard 
at  it  from  morning  to  night, 
while  master  can  go  out  when- 
ever he  pleases." 

"  Was  anything  so  perplex- 
ing ?  "  says  the  merchant ;  "  that 
bill  due  to-morrow,  and  not  a 
penny  in  the  bank  to  meet  it ;  I 
wish  I  was  out  of  this  concern." 

"  Oh  ! "  groans  the  lawyer,  as 
he  sciaUihes  his  head  over  some 
perplexing  caso, ''  I  would  rather 
be  stone-breaking  than  at^kia^^ 

"  What !  another  ring  at  the 
bell,"  says  the  doctor,  as  he  turns 
out  of  his  warm  bed.  "  I  wish  I 
was  sound  asleep  some  twenty 
miles  from  here." 

And  so  it  is,  all  through  life  ; 
none  content,  nothing  will  satisfy 
but  Christ.  ~A  real  Christian 
never  wished  to  be  something 
else. 
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The  Conscript's  Substitute 

WHILE  the  fierce  war  of  1848  was  covering 
the  beautiful  hills  and  valleys  of  Italy 
with  the  dead  and  wounded,  a  young 
man  was,  by  the  law  of  conscription,  called  to 
leave  his  comfortable  home  for  the  perils  of  the 
battle-field.  The  father's  tender  affection  led 
him  to  try  every  means  to  procure  a  substitute. 
He  put  advertisements  in  the  papers,  made  ap- 
plications to  the  recruiting  officers,  and  offered 
a  bounty  equal  to  ;^8o ;  but  all  in  vain. 

The  day  of  departure  came,  and  the  young 
soldier,  in  silent  despair,  set  off  with  his  knap- 
sack and  his  gun,  filled  with  grief  at  being 
separated  from  his  beloved  parents.  One  of 
his  cousins,  whose  noble  and  generous  heart 
was  touched  at  the  sight  of  his  deep  grief, 
followed  him  to  the  barracks,  and  having  arrived 
at  the  conscript's  office,  he  took  his  hand  and 
said,  "Cesare,  thy  sorrow  is  worse  than  death 
to  me ;  give  me  thy  uniform ;  it  will  fit  me  as 
well  as  it  does  thee.  I  will  go  to  the  battle- 
field in  thy  stead.  I  am  an  orphan,  thou  art 
not.  If  I  shouH  die,  only  remember  that  I 
have  loved  thee." 

The  conscript  at  first  refused  ;  he  could 
scarcely  believe  that  his  cousin  was  in  earnest ; 
and  if  so,  how  could  he  accept  the  generous 
offer?  But  the  brave  fellow  persisted  in  his 
determination,  pleaded  with  him,  and  succeeded 
at  last  in  persuading  Cesare  to  accept  this  proof 
of  his  friendship;  and  they  went  together  to 
the  War  Office,  in  order  to  settle  the  substitu- 
tion. One  undressed  himself,  an(J^  the  other 
put  on  the  military  attire. 

Who  can  tell  the  admirptiun  of  the  parents 
of  the  redeen-"^'^  v-unscript  for  the  generous 
^..L-t/LULion,  and  their  joy  in  seeing  their  son 
for  ever  relieved  from  the  danger  of  perishing 
on  the  field  of  battle?  In  the  excess  of  his 
gratitude,  the  conscript's  father  offered  the 
cousin  ;^ioo  ;  but  he  refused  it,  and  said,  "  I  go 
as  a  friend.  It  is  love,  not  money,  which  leads 
me  to  take  his  place." 

He  went—  he  fought — he  died  !  A  grateful 
heart  raised  a  monument  to  his  memory,  with  this 
epitaph,  "The  redeemed  conscript  Cesare  Manati, 
to  his  voluntary  substitute  Carlo  Donaldi." 

A  faint  shadow  of  the  unbounded  love  of 

Jesus,  the  Son  of  God.    That  Saviour  knew  that 

there  was  no  substitute  except  Himself.  He  came 

and  "gave  His  Ufe  a  ransom."    He  died  to  save 

204 


sinners  like  you  and  me ;  and  now,  by  believing 
that  Christ  "  once  suffered  for  sins,  the  just  for 
the  unjust,"  we  are  delivered  from  death. 
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"The  Queen's  Coin, 
Nothing*  else  will  do. 

HAT  could  have  brought  a 
man  like  that  into  such  a 
position  ? 

He  was  evidently  no  gaol- 
bird, like  his  three  comrades  who  were 
with  him  in  disgrace  ;  and  yet  here 
he  was,  handcuffed,  guarded  by  police- 
men, and  waiting  for  the  train  to  come 
in  to  convey  him  to  gaol  with  the 
rest.  The  subject  of  this  speculation 
was  a  respectable-looking  young  man, 
who  had  thus  just  been  walked  into  a 
third-class  waiting-room  in  an  English 
railway  station.  The  room  was  large 
and  rather  crowded,  and  more  than 
one  present  was  attracted  by  the  ap- 
pearance of  this  young  man,  who  was 
deeply  affected,  and  felt  his  position 
most  keenly.  A  tear  rolled  down  his 
cheek,  which  with  his  handcuffed 
hands  he  could  not  well  wipe  away, 
so  he  tried  to  conceal  himself  as  best 
he  could  from  the  gaze  of  the  people 

Yery  soon  a  lady  stepped  forward 
and  asked  him  kindly  how  he  came  to 
be  in  such  a  situation. 

It  was  the  old  story — not  a  drunk- 
ard, but  somehow  or  other  he  had 
taken  a  little  too  much,  and  fell  a- 
sleep,  leaving  his  horse  and  waggon 
without  any  one  to  look  after  them, 
thus  bringing  others  into  danger. 
Found  by  the  police,  he  was  sum- 
moned, and  sentenced  to  a  fine  of 
£i  2s.  or  a  week's  imprisonment,  and, 
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being   unable  to  pay  the  fine,  he  was 
now  on  his  way  to  gaol  instead. 

The  lady  was  touched  by  his  story. 
"If  I  pay  the  fine  for  him,"  she  said 
to  one  of  the  policemen,  **  would  he  be 
allowed  to  go  free  ? " 

''Certainly,  ma'am,"  the  man  replied ; 
''we  have  no  business  to  keep  him  a 
moment,  if  the  money  was  paid  down." 

Pleased  to  hear  this,  the  lady  shordy 
again  addressed  the  officer, — "  Un- 
fortunately I  have  not  my  purse  with 
me,  and  have  but  a  small  sum  ;  will 
you  take  this  ring  instead  ?  it  is  worth 
a  great  deal  more  than  the  sum  you 
require." 

"  I  cannot,  madam,"  said  the  police- 
man ;  "the  ring  may  be  worth  many 
times  the  fine,  but  we  must  have  the 
Queen's  coin,  nothing  else  will  do." 

"How  am  I  to  help  you,  then.^" 
turning  to  the  young  man,  she  asked 
in  a  distressed  voice.  "  The  train  will 
have  started  before  I  can  get  my  purse, 
and  I  have  nothing  more  with  me !  " 

"  The  man's  brother  is  here,"  one 
of  the  policemen  answered  ;  "  he  has 
nine  shillings,  so  perhaps  you  could 
make  up  the  sum  that  way." 

Yes,  they  could, — and  the  fine  was 
paid,  partly  by  the  contributions  of 
some  in  the  room ;  and  then  the 
prisoner  was  told  that  he  might  go 
free,  because  the  law  had  no  further 
claim  upon  him.  He  could  not  be- 
lieve it  at  first — it  seemed  too  good 
to  be  true  ;  but  as  the  fact  dawned 
upon  him,  he  turned  to  the  lady  and 
said,  "Oh,  what  can  I  do  for  you  ?" 

Why  did  he  not  say  this  before  the 
debt  was  paid  ?  Why  }  What  could 
he  have  done — a  handcuffed  prisoner, 
on  his  way  to  the  gaol  1    How  was  he 
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set  free  ?  Was  it  by  his  entreaties, 
tears,  regrets,  promises  of  amendment? 
None  of  these  added  one  mite  to  his 
pardon.  The  debt  had  to  be,  and  was, 
paid  in  full, — and  in  the  Queen's  coin. 

You  who  read  this,  is  your  debt 
paid?  "  I  have  none,"  you  may  say. 
But  God  says  you  have — an  awful 
debt,  and  it  must  be  paid.  He  says, 
"The  soul  that  sinneth,  it  shall  die." 
Your  life  is  the  price  of  your  liberty, 
and  how  are  you  going  to  pay  ?  The 
law  demands  your  life  as  the  only  COin 
that  will  secure  your  liberty.  Years  of 
good  behaviour,  tears,  or  prayers  in 
the  past  or  the  future  will  never  wipe 
out  what  you  owe.  Truly  you  may  say 
— then  what  must  I  do  to  be  saved  ? 

It  matters  not  who  or  what  you 
are  :  though  you  were  the  greatest 
sinner  on  the  face  of  the  earth,  God  is 
able  and  willing  to  save  you.  Christ 
has  died  on  Calvary  that  we  might 
live.  We  deserved  death,  but  He  laid 
down  His  life  that  we  might  live. 

Suppose  another  man  offered  to 
give  his  life  for  you,  to  die  in  your 
stead,  it  would  be  of  no  avail,  his  life 
is  already  forfeited  for  his  own  sin  ;  or 
if  an  angel  could  have  died  for  our  sin, 
even  that  could  not  save  us  ;  no,  but 
the  Son  of  God,  Who  was  without 
sin,  came  into  the  world  to  die  for  us, 
TO  SUFFER  FOR  OUR  SINS. 
He  did  so,  and  God  is  waiting  for  you 
to  claim  Him  as  your  Saviour.  Can't 
you  do  so  now  ? 

That  Christ  died  on  the  Cross  few 
attempt  to  deny  ;  but  until  you  come 
to  claim,  and  shelter  under  what  He 
has  done  in  becoming  your  Substitute, 
it  profits  you  nothing. 
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A  STRAIGHT 
LINE  TO  CHRIST. 


BY   C.  H.  SPURGEON. 


THE  late  Emperor  of 
Russia,  when  the  rail- 
way was  to  be  made 
between  Moscow  and  St 
Petersburg,  employed  a  great 
number  of  engineers  in  mak- 
ing plans.  He  looked  over 
many  of  their  maps,  and  at 
last,  like  the  practical  man  that 
he  was,  he  said,  ''  Here,  bring 
me  a  ruler/'  They  brought 
him  a  ruler :  he  took  a  pencil, 
and,  drawing  a  straight  line, 
he  said,  ''  This  is  the  way  to 
engineer  it :  \AAe  want  no  other 
plan  than  one  straight  line/' 

There  are  a  great  many 
v/ays  of  engineering  souls  to 
heaven  ;  but  the  only  one  that 
is  worth  considering  is  this : — 
Draw  a  straight  line  to  Christ 
at  once.  Did  I  hear  one  awak- 
ened soul  say,  ''  I  should  like 

to  talk  to  Mr. "?     By  all 

means  talk  to  him,  but  do  not 
stop  for  that.  Go  to  Christ 
first.  ''  Oh,  but  I  should  like 
to  talk  with  a  good  woman — 
a  dear  Christian  lady.''  I  re- 
commend you  to  go  to  Jesus 
Christ  at  once,  and  see  the  lady 
afterwards.  We  may  make 
our  Christian  workers  into 
little  priests  if  we  do  not  mind. 
There  must  be  nobody  be- 
tween a  soul  and  Christ.    Go 
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straight  to  Christ.  ""Which 
way?''  say  you.  Look  and 
live. 


A  NOBLE 

ROMAN. 

I  DARE  say  some  of  you 
have  heard  the  story  about 
a  young  Roman  that  had 
been  condemned  to  death.  He 
had  been  guilty  of  treason,  and 
condemned  by  the  judges  to 
die,  when  up  stepped  a  bro- 
ther, an  older  one,  who  had 
served  in  his  country's  wars, 
and  had  both  his  arms  cut  off. 
This  brother,  standing  before 
the  judges,  holding  up  the 
stumps  of  his  arms,  pleaded 
for  his  brother's  life:  not  for 
^vhat  his  brother  had  done, 
but  for  \vhat  he  had  done.  He 
confessed  that  his  brother  v^^as 
guilty;  he  confessed  that  his 
brother  was  worthy  of  death ; 
but  for  what  he  had  done  in 
the  service  of  his  country,  he 
pleaded  that  his  brother's  life 
might  be  spared.  And  look- 
ing on  what  the  brother  had 
done,  the  judges  for  his  sake 
pardoned  the  guilty  brother. 
Ah,  that  is  just  w^hat  Christ 
does  for  us  sinners.  Christ 
died  on  Calvary  that  ^ve  might 
live.  V/e  deserved  death;  but 
for  the  sake  of  Christ,  and  be- 
cause He  laid  do^vn  His  life 
that  we  might  live,  God  par- 
dons our  sins. 
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One  Broken  Link. 


THE  sun  was  shining 
brightly  into  my  study, 
that  spring  morning.  It 
shone  upon  my  writing  table, 
it  shone  upon  the  gasalier, 
and  glanced  off  to  the  mirror, 
and  last,  but  not  least,  it 
shone  upon  my  canary's  cage 
as  it  hung  in  the  window,  and 
made  the  bird  uplift  its  voice 
with  such  goodwill,  that  I 
found  my  train  of  thought 
seriously  interrupted. 

I  tried  to  write,  but  the 
canary  had  possession,  and 
I  and  my  pen  between  us 
had  not  a  chance. 

Suddenly  there  was  a 
crash,  a  wild  flutter,  and  the 
song  ceased.  I  jumped  up 
and  ran  to  the  window.  The 
cage  lay  on  the  ground,  the 
bird-seed,  the  water,  all  scat- 
tered on  the  carpet,  and  the 
bird  himself— well,  not  dead, 
butso  frightened  and  knocked 
about  that  his  voice  bade 
fair  to  be  silenced  for  weeks. 
The  chain  had  broken.  Just 
one  link  had  given  way— that 
was  all;  but  it  was  enough 
to  bring  about  the  fall,  and 
cause    all    the     destruction 
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v/hich  had  come   into   that 
confident  and  happy  life. 

I  picked  up  the  cage  and 
swept  up  the  debris ;  and  then, 
taking  the  broken  chain  in 
my  hand,  I  sat  down  and 
began  to  count  the  links. 

Twenty  —  thirty  —  forty  — 
fifty— a  hundred  and  fifty-one 
—all  sound,  strong ;  not  a 
flaw  in  one  of  them  as  far  as 
I  could  see ;  only  one  broken 
in  all  that  number,  and  that 
solitary  one  caused  the 
wreck.  How  true  "a  chain 
is  just  as  strong  as  its  weak- 
est link'M  What  safeguard 
was  it  that  all  the  other  hun- 
dred and  fifty- one  links  were 
strong  and  good  ?  None.  If 
one  was  broken,  the  whole 
chain  was  broken,  and  the 
downfall  as  certain  as  if  a 
hundred  had  given  way. 

Our  picture  is  before  you, 
and  we  would  simply  write 
under  it  what  God  says  in 
His  Word  :  ''  Whosoever 
shall  keep  the  whole  law,  and 
yet  offend  in  one  point,  he  is 
guilty  of  all."  Have  you  kept 
the  whole  law  without  a 
shadow  of  a  shade  of  swerv- 
ing from  it  P  Remember,  one 
broken  link,  and  God's  chain  is 
incomplete. 
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Last  Three  Pages 
of  an  Officer's  Diary. 

♦— — - 

OCTOBER  4th.— A  fine  morning,  luckily, 
as  it  promises  to  be  a  busy  day. 
After  breakfast  must  go  and  see  Dr. 
Tintern  at  half-past  ten,  as  I  appointed. 
Hope  he  will  not  keep  me  long.  Then 
to  the  City  to  see  my  broker  about  the 
investing  of  that  two  thousand,  and  then 
back  in  a  cab,  as  hard  as  I  can  come,  to 
Tattersall's,  to  have  a  bid  for  the  two 
horses  I  liked  so  much  yesterday  after- 
noon. What  a  capital  place  Tattersall's 
is  for  a  Sunday  afternoon  lounge !  The 
first  one  will  be  on  about  twelve.  At  four 
in  the  afternoon  I  have  to  see  about  that 
new  gun,  it  was  to  be  ready  then ;  and 
at  eight  I  am  due  for  dinner  at  the  Bag 
with  Joe  Punton,  and  that  horrid  dance 
in  Grosvenor  Place  afterwards. 

Four  p.m. — A  regular  facer.  ...  Is  it  any 
use  keeping  a  diary  longer  ?  After  doing  it 
for  twenty  years  may  as  well  finish  it  out. 
What  a  fool  I  was  to  go  and  see  Tintern  ! 
Why  could  I  not  let  matters  alone  ?  If  I 
have  lost  a  couple  of  stone,  many  a  man 
would  have  given  his  eyes  to  do  the  same. 
It  began  in  June,  and  here  we  are  in 
October,  and  I  can't  say  I  feel  bad.  Tire 
perhaps  a  bit  easier  than  I  did.  However, 
it  is  just  like  my  luck.  I  never  thought 
for  a  moment  there  was  anything  serious 
the  matter,  till  Tintern  asked  me  if  I  had 
any  near  relatives — after  my  telling  him 
I  was  a  widower  without  children — and 
when  I  said,  "  Not  a  soul,"  I  half  began 
from  his  face  to  guess.  But  a  month ! 
If  he  had  said  a  couple  of  years  it  would 
have  been  different.  What  can  a  fellow 
do  in  a  month  ?  Fact  is  that  I  fancied  I 
had  taken  it  rather  well.  Wished  him 
good-day,  and  paid  him  his  two  guineas 
for  his  first  visit  as  if  he  had  recommended 
me  to  have  a  tooth  out.  Yes,  I  really 
believe  I  should  not  have  taken  it  so  well 
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if  he  had  simply  told  me  I  must  go  for 
the  winter  to  the  South  of  France,  and 
give  up  this  season's   huntinsf !      But   a 
month  more  only  to  live !     Well,  I  am 
glad  I  took  it  so  well  before  Tintern.     It 
was  not  really  till  I  got  into  a  hansom,  and 
was  asked  "  Where  to  ?  "  that  I  began  to 
realise  it.     I  was  going,  of  course,  to  have 
said  "  Bank  of  England,"  but  what   is 
the  use  of  investing  money  for  a  month  ? 
Then  I  thought  of  Tattersall's,   but  no 
man  in  his  senses  would  buy  a  hunter 
for  a  month.     If  only  I  had  never  gone 
near  a  doctor,  I  should  have  gone  down 
to  Market  Harborough  as  usual,  and  gone 
off,  I  suppose,  on  a  sudden  without  any 
warning.     I  wish  with  all  my  heart  I  had 
been  left  in  the  dark   about   it.     Never 
mind,  John  Haroldson,  you  have  taken  a 
good  many  awkward  fences,  and  you  will 
have  to  take  this,  the  last,  like  a  man. 
The  only  question  is,  What  is  to  be  done 
to  prepare  ?     First,  I  must  make  a  will. 
To  whom   am   I  to  leave  my  money? 
Second,  I  must  make  the  best  use  of  my 
month  as  regards  the  future.     I  cannot 
say  that  I  fear  death.     At  least  I  thought 
not.     That  time  in  Afghanistan,  when  I 
was  so  nearly  put  out  jumping  over  that 
wall,  and  had  to  defend  myself  with  an 
unloaded  revolver  and  a  broken  sword,  I 
cannot  say  I  funked.     Or,  again,  when 
that  tiger  so  nearly  got  me — but  meeting 
death  in  a  certain  time  by  yourself — well, 
it  is  unsettling.  * 

I  may  as  well  go  and  dine  with  Joe  to- 
night, but  I  will  not  go  to  the  dance.  It 
is  not  so  much  death,  as  what  comes  after 
death.  That  is  the  point.  I  suppose  the 
proper  thing  to  do  would  be  to  buy  a 
Bible?  And  now  they  don't  cost  much. 
A  month,  in  one  sense,  is  a  longish  time. 
I  mean,  if  one  had  made  a  bad  book  over 
the  Derby,  and  had  a  month  to  hedge  in, 
one  could  do  a  good  deal ;  but  somehow 
this  is  different.  Fact  is,  it  is  not  so  easy 
to  hedge  in  this  race,  though  there  is  a 
month.  The  race  is  all  but  over,  only  the 
last  fence  just  'X)ming  in  sight,  and  then  the 
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winning-post.    1  will  not  write  any  more. 
*  *  * 

Ten  p.m. — Dinner  was  a  failure  !  As 
soon  as  ever  I  got  into  the  club  I  saw  a 
vast  change  had  occurred ;  a  gulf  had 
come  between  me  and  the  rest.  Old 
General  Johnstone  was  full  about  spend- 
ing the  winter  at  Eome ;  what  did  that 
matter  to  me  ?  Sharpley  was  off  to  India 
directly ;  would  I  promise  to  write  occa- 
sionally? Why,  before  he  lands  at  Bombay 

I  shall  land  in Yes,  where  ?     That 

is  the  point.  Why  had  I  not  bought  that 
bay  mare  at  Tattersall's  ?  It  was  enough 
to  drive  a  fellow  mad.  Upon  my  word, 
if  it  was  not  that  fellows  would  come 
bothering  one  with  their  sympathy,  I 
would  put  a  notice  up  in  the  club. 
Cookson  was  bothering  me  about  spend- 
ing Christmas  again  with  him  this  year 
in  Paris.  I  did  not  want  to  tell  him  a 
lie;  but  one  can't  well  explain  matters, 
and  if  I  say,  "  Yes  ;  if  I  am  alive,"  there 
will  be  a  kind  of  feeling  that  I  was  scored 
off,  so  to  speak.  Think  I  shall  go  away, 
but  where  ?  Joe  wanted  to  know  why  I 
did  not  have  a  second  opinion ;  tried,  of 
course,  to  make  out  that  Tintern  had 
made  a  mistake.  Fact  is,  I  am  not  in 
such  a  hurry  about  a  second  opinion. 
There  is  just  a  chance  Tintern  is  wrong ; 
but  suppose  the  second  man  confirms 
what  he  says,  then  my  last  chance  of 
escape  is  knocked  from  under  me.  Every- 
body has  to  die ;  what  do  they  do  when 
they  are  told  they  are  dying  ?  Joe  said, 
"Must  say  you  take  it  well";  but  in 
reality  I  do  not.  Of  course,  I  will  die 
game ;  but  how  to  make  the  best  of  my 
few  weeks,  that  is  the  question.  I  am 
now  fifty-two,  hence  I  have  lived  624 
months.  How  am  I  to  live  to  the  best 
advantage  the  next,  and  last,  one  ? 

October  5th.— For  the  first  time  for 
many  years  the  Paper  has  come  and  I 
have  not  even  opened  it.  The  Money 
Market,  latest  odds, — all  has  lost  its  in- 
terest.     For  weeks    I    have   been   busy 
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trying  to  make  my  usual  autumn  pur- 
chases of  horses ;  scanned  every  adver- 
tisement. Now  I  do  not  care  a  halfpenny 
if  every  good  hunter  in  England  and 
Ireland  is  coming  to  the  hammer.  I 
would  not  walk  across  the  street  to  see 
the  best  nag  ever  foaled.  Some  men 
would  say  a  short  life  but  a  merry  one. 
I  could  not  be  merry  if  I  tried. 

Three   o'clock. — Now  for  a  short  spell 

before  I  begin  reading.     It  has  been  very 

hard  to  resist  taking  a  second  opinion. 

Twice   I   have   found   myself   in   Harley 

Street.     Why  do  I  resist  ?     For  the  same 

reason,  I  suppose,  that  a  man  hesitates  to 

fire  off  his  last  cartridge,  or  a  castaway  to 

eat  his  last  biscuit.     How  have  I  spent 

the  day  so  far?    By  thinking,  thinking, 

thinking.      ''What   priced   Bible,   sir?" 

What    an    idiotical    question.     **  Calf  or 

morocco?"     However,  I  am  sorry  I  lost 

my  temper,  hardly  in  character,  too,  when 

you  are  buying  a  Bible.     I  do  not  think 

I  have  opened  a  Bible  since  my  poor  wife 

died.     If  she  were  only  alive  now,  how 

different  it  would  be  !     I  wish  I  were  as 

safe  of  heaven  as  she.     Poor  thing,  how 

she  did  plead  with  me  to  lead  a  new  life  ! 

And  I  meant  to,  God  knows  I  did  !     But 

gradually  things  went  back  pretty  much 

as   they  were  before,  and  now  it  seems 

downright  mean  to  try  and   promise  to 

spend  your  last   month  well  out   of  six 

hundred    odd.     Yet    I    promised   Annie. 

What  shall  I  do  with  my  money  ?     Shall 

I  build  a  church  with  it  ?    For  the  matter 

of  that,  I  suppose  I  have  enough  to  build 

a  dozen.     Or  shall  I  give  it  to  a  hospital, 

or  to  that  fellow  who  advertises  so  about 

sending  children  to  Canada  ?     Poor  little 

beggars  !     It  is  one  comfort  I  have  some 

money  to  leave,  but  it  will  be  precious 

hard  to  decide  what  to  do  with  it,  and  it 

h  hard  enough  to  spend  it.    Well,  here's 

for  the  Bible  ;  where  shall  I  begin  ? 

Midnight.— It  is  all  very  well,  but  I 
cannot  honestly  say  I  find  the  Bible  a 
satisfactory  book.  I  hardly  mean  that ; 
but  I  mean  it  wants  you  to  have  some 
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one  to  tell  you  wnere  to  read.  How  I 
wish  I  had  kept  my  wife's,  but  it  got 
lost  somehow.  I  wonder  if  you  can  buy 
secondhand  ones ;  if  so,  one  could  find 
out  what  to  read.  Do  people  ever  go  to 
parsons  in  the  same  way  as  they  go  to 
doctors,  for  advice  ?  I  suppose  London 
is  divided  into  parishes.  I  wish  those 
Yankee  fellows,  Moody  and  Sankey,  were 
in  England.  I  remember  once  dropping 
into  the  Haymarket  Opera  House,  in  74, 1 
think,  and  Moody  was  speaking  to  people 
about  preparing  to  go  to  heaven  as  the 
most  natural  thing  in  the  world.  If  I  had 
only  a  little  longer  I  would  go  and  find 
them  in  America.  I  should  think  nothing 
of  travelling  5,000  miles  to  learn  how  to 
prepare  for  such  a  much  longer  journey. 
But  suppose  I  did  not  find  them,  I  should 
not  have  time  to  get  back  ;  though,  as  far 
as  that  goes,  it  would  be  as  easy  to  die 
there  as  at  home.  Well,  I  must  go  to  bed, 
and  see  where  I  can  go  to-morrow. 


October  6th.— Christ  Church  service  at 
eleven  a.m.  on  Wednesdays.  That's  it,  I 
will  go,  and  afterwards  I  will  see  if  I  can- 
not buy  a  secondhand  Bible. 

One  p.m. — Not  a  success,  the  service 
did  not  help  me  one  bit,  and  there  was 
no  sermon.  Tried  to  buy  a  Bible  at  a 
pawnbroker's,  but  he  said  they  were  only 
pledged  when  quite  new ;  that  was  no 
use  to  me.  Then  went  to  some  second- 
hand bookstalls,  but  though  they  had 
Bibles,  they  were  not  at  all  marked.  I 
met  one  old  woman  coming  along  the 
street,  curiously  enough,  with  a  very  old 
Bible,  and  determined  to  buy  it  if  marked. 
She  showed  it  me  readily  enough,  and  it 
v^as  the  very  thing,  but  when  I  offered 
to  buy  it  she  was  quite  offended.  If  I 
had  asked  her  to  sell  her  soul  itself,  sh(^ 
could  not  have  been  more  scandalized 
Wish  I  knew  of  some  one  to  help  me. 
If  Annie  had  lived  with  me  in  England 
she  would  have  some  friends,  I  suppose, 
to  whom  1  could  have  gone,  but  out  in 
India  it  was  different.     Still,  there  must 
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be  plenty  of  religious  people  in  London, 
if  one  only  knew  where  to  find  them. 

Ten  p.m. — Went  to.  chapel  to-night  for 
a  change,  but  it  was  not  a  success.  The 
minister  was  eloquent,  no  doubt  of  that 
— far  too  much  so ;  but  as  for  seeing  my 
way  more  plainly,  not  a  bit  of  it.  He 
touched,  too,  on  politics.  What  do  I 
care  who  is  Prime  Minister  ?  I  want  to 
save  my  soul.  Yet  it  seems  downright 
mean  to  turn  round  now  ;  should  despise 
myself  if  I  did  ;  yet  the  thought  of  losing 
heaven  is  maddening.  I  rather  shrink 
from  going  to  interview  some  religious 
celebrity,  as  I  am  so  afraid  they  will  be 
after  my  money.  That  reminds  me,  I 
must  soon  make  a  will,  and  having  not  a 
relation  in  the  world  makes  it  far  more 
difficult.  Four  days  gone,  and  heaven  as 
distant  as  ever,  and  the  worst  of  it  is  that 
for  the  life  of  me  I  can't  see  where  to  begin. 
*  -x-  •?«•  -x- 

October  7th. — I  have  found  it.  I  am 
not  so  certain.  Let  me  put  on  paper 
what  has  occurred.  I  went  this  morning 
to  hear  a  well-known  Mission  preacher. 

October  8th.— I  found  last  night  that  I 
could  not  describe  what  had  happened. 
Is  it  worth  while  trying  to  do  so  ?  As  to 
that,  what  was  the  use  of  keeping  a  diary 
at  all  ?  The  game  is  so  nearly  played  out 
that  I  might  as  well  finish  the  job.  So 
here  goes. — Well,  I  went  to  the  place  I 
mentioned  to  hear  a  well-known  Mission 
preacher.  I  got  in  pretty  late,  and  the 
fellow  had  begun  to  speak.  I  tried  to 
listen ;  but  to  save  my  life  I  could  not. 
First,  the  man's  manner  irritated  me. 
He  was  so  unnatural.  Then,  the  woman 
next  me  (and  we  were  jammed  together 
like  herrings  in  a  barrel)  would  take 
peppermint  lozenges.  Then  I  really  did 
listen  for  a  sentence  or  so,  when  a  woman 
fainted.  Then  a  man  going  out  disturbed 
me,  etc.,  etc.  It  was  really  no  use.  When 
he  wound  up  he  asked  us  to  pray,  silently 
I  mean.  I  tried  to,  but  my  thoughts 
were  all  round  the  world. 

At  last  he  asked  all  those  who  wished 
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to  know  that  they  had  their  sins  forojiven, 
to  stand  up.  At  length  a  boy  did,  then  a 
man — our  heads  were  supposed  to  be  bent 
down,  but  I  was  really  keen  enough  about 
business.  There  was  a  woman  near  who 
I  saw  wanted  to  rise ;  she  made  several 
attempts,  but  evidently  found  it  a  hard 
matter.  I  intended  all  along  to  rise. 
Here  was  the  very  opportunity  I  had 
been  longing  for,  of  making  my  wants 
known.  Up  I  got,  and  was  told  to  sit 
down  again.  Of  course,  I  wsts  not  a  bit 
better,'  but  it  was  making  my  wants 
known — like  hoisting  a  flag  of  distress  as 
another  craft  comes  by ;  that  in  itself 
was  something.  Then  there  was  a  rush ; 
I  and  others  stayed  behind. 

By-and-bye  a  man  came  to  me,  sitting 
down  alongside,  and  asked  if  I  were  a 
Christian.  I  said,  of  course,  that  I  was. 
He  asked  me  why  I  thought  I  was  one. 
I  replied,  because  I  was  neither  Turk, 
infidel,  nor  heretic,  as  far  as  I  knew. 
That  did  not  satisfy  him,  so  he  asked  how 
I  became  one.  I  said  I  was  born  one.  I 
did  not  want  to  be  rude,  but  I  wanted 
to  ask  how  he  thought  he  became  one. 
However,  he  told  me  this  as  it  happens, 
and  said,  "  You  might  as  well  say  you 
were  a  horse  because  you  were  born  in  a 
stable  ;  I  was  born  a  child  of  sin."  Well, 
that  was  sensible,  and  I  suppose  I  nodded 
my  head,  for  he  went  on :  "  The  first 
man,  Adam,  was  made  a  living  soul ;  but 
he  was  told  that  in  the  day  he  ate  of  the 
forbidden  fruit  he  would  die.  So  he  did  ; 
and  ever  after  that  the  Bible  speaks  of 
souls  being  dead  in  trespasses  and  sin. 
Thus  when  Nicodemus  came  to  our  Lord 
and  asked  about  these  things  he  was  told, 
*  Except  a  man  is  born  again,  he  cannot 
enter  the  kingdom  of  God.'  If  you  are 
not  born  again,  you  are  not  in  the  true 
sense  of  the  word  a  Christian.  I  was  first 
born  a  child  of  sin,  twenty  years  later  I 
was  born  a  second  time,  and  became  a 
child  of  God."  I  asked  him  how?  and 
he  explained  that  he  took  Christ  as  his 
Saviour.     But  at  that  moment,  just  as  I 
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was  gjettin^  to  the  point,  for  his  last 
speech  was  Greek  to  me,  somebody  came 
up  to  him,  and  he  was  called  off.  He  said 
he  would  come  back,  but  he  did  not,  and 
j>s  nobody  else  spoke  to  me,  I  had  at  last 
lO  o[o — and  about  as  wise  as  I  went. 

But  that's  not  all ;  this  unknown  indi- 
vidual had,  while  speaking  to  me,  opened 
his  Bible — by  the  bye,  it  was  marked  all 
through,  and  I  did  just  covet  it — and  I . 
saw  the  3rd  chapter  of  St.  John  scored  all 
over.  So  as  soon  as  I  got  to  my  rooms,  I 
^at  down  to  have  a  look  at  it  in  my  own 
PAhle.  Before  I  began  to  read,  I  asked 
God  to  make  me  understand  it.  And  I 
half  believe  He  answered  that  prayer. 
The  chapter  is  plain  enough,  and  the  last 
verse  plainer  than  all.  It  says, — "  he 
that  beheveth  on  the  Son  hath  life."  ^  I 
do  believe  in  one  sense  ;  I  believe  Christ 
came  to  save  the  world,  and  I  believe  in 
His  intentions,  so  to  speak,  to  save  all 
that  He  can ;  but  what  I  do  not  quite  see 
is,  how  about  my  past  life.  Can  I  tell 
God  that  I  do  really  beheve  that  Christ  is 
the  Son  of  God,  and  that  He  died  to  save 
sinners,  of  whom  I  am  one  ?  The  Bible 
says,  "  He  that  believeth  hath  life."  Can 
I  claim  the  promise  ?     That's  the  point. 

10  p.m.— Have  had  a  bitter  disappoint- 
ment. Went  this  evening  again  to  the 
same  Hall,  and  found  the  Mission  was  over. 
Walked  about  for  some  time,  and  now  have 
come  home  disconsolate.  What  am  I  to  do? 
Everything  seems  going  against  me.  Tried 
to  read  the  Bible,  but  somehow  I  feel  more 
in  the  dark  than  ever. 

October  9th. — Saw  my  lawyer  about  a 
will,  but  really  take  very  little  interest  in 
the  business.  Went  in  the  evening  to  a 
Prayer  Meeting ;  the  petitions  made  me 
sad  :  **  A  child  asks  prayer  for  her  father." 
"A  wife  for  her  husband."  "A  mother 
for  her  son."  There  is  no  one  cares  a 
brass  farthing  what  becomes  of  me.  I 
may  die  like  a  dog  in  this  vast  city,  but 
none  will  really  care.  Of  course,  I  have 
heaps  of  acquaintances,  but  when  they 
read  the  announcemenj^  of  my  death  in 
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the  Ti7?ies,  it  won't  upset  their  day's 
pleasure.  Annie,  where  are  you?  Do 
you  know  what  is  happening  to  me? 
You  may  deserve  heaven,  I  merit  hell. 
Fancied,  too,  I  was  not  so  well ;  began 
to  think  I  had  a  pain.  Well,  it  does  not 
much  matter  now. 

October  10th.— Sunday  morning.  What 
a  miserable  day  it  always  is  in  London  ! 
Club  was  gloomier  than  ever.  Waiter 
asked  me  if  my  fish  was  done  to  my  liking, 
as  if  I  cared  about  things  of  that  sort. 
I  want  to  save  my  soul.  In  nothing  else 
can  I  now  take  an  interest. 

4  p.m. — Went  to  church  at  eleven. 
Sermon  was  upon  the  necessity  of  taking 
the  Sacrament.  Thought  at  one  time 
I  saw  a  ray  of  light,  but  remembered 
that  for  good  ten  years  of  my  life  I  had 
done  this  regular  enough.  Stayed,  how- 
ever, and  fancied  it  did  me  good,  but  it 
has  all  worn  off  now.  Upon  my  word 
I  doubt  if  there  is  a  heaven  or  hell, — ^just 
children's  stories  to  frighten  one.  And, 
besides,  there  are  millions  of  people  worse 
than  me.  I  have  not  lived  a  bad  life,  as 
times  go.  Wonder  I  turned  out  as  well. 
Half  believe  that  a  "short  life,  but  a 
merry  one,"  is  better  than  all  religion. 

9.30. — Merry  !  what  nonsense  I  write  ! 
In  the  face  of  that  sermon  I  heard  this 
evening,  how  can  I  be  merry  ?  I  feel 
miserable.  There  is  not  a  crossing- 
sweeper  in  London  that  I  would  not 
change  places  with  to-night.  I  would  go 
to  bed  if  I  could  but  sleep. 

October  12th.— I  wrote  nothing  yester- 
day. Why  ?  Because  I  was  ashamed  of 
myself.  I  tried  to  be  merry,  and  utterly 
failed.  Went  down  to  Newmarket  for 
the  Second  October  Meeting.  Several 
people  I  knew  at  station,  so  went  down 
with  them.  Played  whist  most  of  the 
way ;  revoked  twice,  simply  because  I 
could  not  keep  my  attention.  Kacing 
absolutely  bored  me.  Lost  nearly  a 
thousand,  but,  after  all,  that,  too,  was  a 
matter  of  indifference.  Saw  a  man  on 
the   course  giving  away  tracts.     To  me 
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this  was  now  a  far  greater  matter  of 
interest  than  what  was  going  to  win  the 
next  race.  Went  up  towards  him,  and 
he  gave  me  a  paper,  **  Long  Odds." 
Meant  to  read  it  in  the  train  coming 
back,  but  had  my  pocket  picked.  Pre- 
cious httle  the  thief  got,  an  odd  half- 
crown  or  so  and  the  tract — which  I  stood 
far  more  in  need  of  than  he  did.  Dined 
early,  and  went  to  see  Irving,  but  could 
take  no   heed  of  anything.     The  future 

was  ever  before  me.     Went  to  the 

and  had  what  the  world  calls  a  "  flutter," 
but  to  me  it  was  misnamed.  Lost  a  cool 
thousand,  much  as  thirty  years  ago  at 
school  I  would  have  lost  sixpence.  Then 
won  double  that  amount,  and  felt  equally 
unconcerned.  The  long  and  short  of  it 
is,  that  I  lack  what  is  essential  to  earthly 
happiness — namely,  the  power  of  enjoy- 
ing things.  In  another  three  weeks  or 
so  shall  be  dead.  This  morning  I  had  a 
second  opinion — in  fact,  to  be  honest, 
three  or  four.     Tintern  was  right. 

October  16th. — I  am  troubled  about 
Baptism.  Kind  of  thing  I  have  never 
dreamt  of  all  my  life,  but  have  come  across 
in  the  Bible  these  words :  **  He  that 
believeth,  and  is  baptized,  shall  be  saved ; 
but  he  that  believeth  not  shall  be 
damned."  Have  I  ever  been  baptized? 
Upon  my  word,  I  don't  know.  I  presume 
so.  What  ought  I  to  do? — search  the 
parish  register  ?  For  the  matter  of  that, 
do  I  fulfil  the  other  condition  ?  I  can't 
honestly  say  I  believe.  Bead  John  3. 
again,  and  somehow  it  seems  a  bit  plainer. 
Does  the  water  mean  baptism  ?  Kead  the 
story  of  the  dying  thief.  Unless  the  Jews 
baptized  children,  he  surely  was  never 
baptized.     Fairly  stumped. 

Octobep  17th.— Sunday  again.  Went 
this  morning  to  hear  Spurgeon.  I  met  a 
man  going  along  with  a  Bible,  and  asked 
him  if  he  could  tell  me  who  was  the  head 
Baptist  minister  in  London.  He  seemed 
a  bit  tickled,  and  said  at  last  "  Spurgeon." 
Took  a  cab  and  drove  there.  Alas  !  he 
was  away  ill.    Went  in,  however,  and 
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had  a  talk  with  a  kind  of  officer  of  sorts. 
Told  him  I  was  bothered  about  Baptism. 
He  replied  so  had  he  been  for  over  twenty 
years.  Said  a  five  years*  course  of  study 
might  make  me  more  puzzled  than  ever. 
I  said  I  might  be  dead  long  before  that, 
to  which  he  answered  :  **  Look  here,  don't 
you  go  and  bother  your  head  about  study 
and  all  that  kind  of  thing.  You  just  believe 
like  a  little  child,  and  you  can  be  saved  now 
(Rom.  X.  9).  That's  it.  Possibly  enough 
Baptism  just  meant  Confession."  I  must 
own  that  the  verse,  now  I  have  got  home, 
and  looked  it  out,  is  simple  and  plain. 
Heart  and  mouth.  Belief  and  confession. 
It's  all  very  plain  in  one  sense,  but  it's 
extremely  complex  in  another. 

*  *  * 

October  18th.— Awake  half  the  night. 
Believe  !  believe  !  believe  !  kept  ringing 
in  my  ears.     What  is  it  to  believe  ? 

10  p.m. — Made  a  discovery  to-day. 
There's  a  poor  wretch  of  a  man  who 
comes  in  to  clean  boots  and  do  all  sorts 
of  odd  jobs,  and  passing  him  in  the 
passage  I  happened  to  see  a  Bible  in  his 
side  pocket — at  least,  it  looked  like  it.  1 
might  have  spoken  to  him  there  and  then, 
but  it  only  struck  me  later  that  it  must  be 
a  Bible,  for  people  never  carry  any  other 
book  about  till  it  is  nearly  worn  through. 
That's  strange.  Well,  I  have  told  my  man 
not  to  call  me  till  9.30,  and  am  determined 
to  dress  early  and  see  if  I  can't  waylay  the 
boot-cleaner  before  people  are  about. 

*  *  * 

October  19th.— 6.45  a.m.— Had  another 
bad  night.  My  door  is  open,  and  my  uu- 
cleaned  boots  outside.  Shall  I  succeed  in 
catching  my  hare? 

8  a.m.  —  Two  minutes'  conversation 
only.  Yet  I  beheve  the  fellow  is  right. 
Let  me  see  if  I  can  put  it  down. 

I  had  begun  by  asking  him  if  that  was 
a  Bible  he  carried  in  his  pocket.  **  Yes, 
it  was."  Read  it?  "Should  think  he 
did."  '*  Could  try  his  best  to  answer  a 
question.  What  was  it  ? "  I  hardly 
knew  how  to   put   it,    but  said  at    last, 


'*  What  does  the  Bible  mean  by  saying 
'  believe  ?  '  I  can't  believe."  **  Yes,  he 
could  ansvs^er  that ;  it  meant  to  trust 
Christ."  '*  How  about  our  past  sin  ?  "  I 
asked.  He  said  slowly,  *'  did  I  believe 
Christ  had  died  in  my  stead  ?  "  **  Yes." 
"  Did  I  believe  God  was  just  ?  "  "  Yes." 
"  Then  He  could  not  punish  both  me  and 
Christ  for  my  sin."  **Is  that  it?" 
"  That's  it — nothing  else."  Opened  the 
Book  once  more  (John  6.  47).  **  Verily, 
verily," — that's  pretty  positive,  certainly 
— "he  that  believeth  on  Me  hath  ever- 
lasting life."  Why  not  believe  on  Him 
this  very  moment?  Can  I?  He  that 
believeth  on  the  Son  hath  life.  I  do 
believe  that  He  died  for  my  sins,  took 
my  punishment,  my  death,  and  so  I  am 
acquitted.  That's  clear,  very  clear.  I  do 
believe  on  the  Son  of  God.  Have  I  eternal 
life  ?  What  shall  I  write  ?  Let  me  look 
at  the  Book.  What  does  it  say  ?  "  Hath 
everlasting  life."  Then  I  may  write  Yes. 
*  *  * 

October  20th.— Thirteen  days  ago  I 
Wrote  "  I  have  found  it."  Now  I  write 
*'  I  have  found  HIM."  A  stupendous 
difference.  Yes,  Him  —  *'  The  Son  of 
God  who  loved  me  and  gave  His  life  for 
me."  I  thought  I  had  found  a  thing  ;  I 
have  found  a  Person.  Then  the  thing 
slipped  from  my  grasp,  now  I  am  held 
by  Christ.  The  boot-cleaner  advised  my 
going  to  call  on  the  Vicar  of  St.  John's, 
where  it  appears  he  goes  to  church.  He 
met  me  warmly,  but  said  I  had  little  need 
of  his  help.  He  put  the  matter  much  as 
my  previous  informant  had,  and  showed 
me  some  more  verses  in  my  Bible  which 
made  it  even  clearer :  *'  Christ  died  for 
the  ungodly," — *'  the  just  for  the  unjust." 
I  came  home  walking  on  air,  thanking 
Him,  my  Saviour,  all  the  way. 

Dr.  Tintern,  you  have  opened  the  door 
of  heaven  to  me.  This  week  I  am  walking 
the  streets  of  London,  Next  week  I  may 
be  using  the  golden  streets  of  Zion. 

Eead  53rd  chapter  of  Isaiah, — .^rd  of  John, — 
and  4th  and  5th  of  Romans. 
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Now  or  Never. 


Just  the  Saviour 
you  need. 

By  the  Editor. 

YES!  THE   VERY   ONE!  So 
tender  I     So  loving  !     So  full 

of  sympathy !  It  does  not 
surprise  me  that  you  should  be  long- 
ing for  such  a  Saviour.  The  marvel 
is,  that  you  can  have  lived  so  long 
without  Jesus.  It  has  not  been  with- 
out many  a  fear,  many  a  longing. 
Your  heart  has  craved  for  something, 
you  knew  not  what.  You  have  tried 
first  one  **  broken  cistern"  and 
then  another,  but  nothing  has  satis- 
fied ;  sin,  pleasure,  worldliness,  all 
have  been  tried  ;  but  each  left  your 
heart  more  desolate  and  sad,  and  it  is 
only  too  true, — 

"  All  that  my  soul  has  tried, 
Left  but  an  aching  void." 

Can  you  yet  add  to  these  words  : — 
"  but  JESUS  has  satisfied  "  ?  If  not, 
make  up  your  mind  to  this  :  that  if 
you   still   follow  the  world,   you   will 


meet  with  nothing  but  disappoint- 
ment. 

But  perhaps  you  say  :  "I  have  tried 
the  world  long  enough,  and  now  I 
long  for  that  peace  and  joy  which  I 
know  can  only  be  found  in  Jesus." 
Listen  then,  while  I  tell  you  how  one, 
now  in  glory,  found  it. 

One  Sunday  morning  I  was  asked 
to  visit  a  man  fast  sinking  in  con- 
sumption. Gladly  I  went !  I  found 
my  friend, — Ben  Bromley. 

"  So  you  have  not  yet  found  Jesus  ?  " 
was  my  first  inquiry. 

"  No,  indeed,  I  wish  I  had  ;  I  am 
praying  night  and  day,  but  I  seem  to 
get  no  better." 

**  Suppose,"  said  I,  '*  that  you  come 
tc  me  and  tell  me  how  hungry  you 
are,  and  beg  me  to  give  you  bread. 
I  offer  you  five  shillings.  To  my 
surprise,  instead  of  taking  the  money, 
you  still  keep  pleading,  *  Give  me 
bread,  do  give  me  bread.'  Why  !  if 
you  went  on  praying  for  years — would 
that  get  you  bread  ?  Could  you  get 
your  hunger  satisfied  in  any  way  but 

by  TAKING  THE  FIVE  SHILLINGS  ? 

*'  So  what  you  now  want  is  salva- 
tion, pardon,  peace  :  Christ  has 
purchased  these  for  you  by  His  death 
on  the  Cross  ;  and  He  now  offers 
them  to  you  as  His  free  gift,  to  be 
taken  and  enjoyed  at  once.  Do  you 
not  see  that  praying  is  not  taking,  and 
that  Jesus  wants  you  to  take  what  He 
offers?" 

The  gloom  and  despair  rolled  from 
that  worn  face,  as  with  quiet  assurance 
he  looked  up  and  said  :  *^  I  see !  I  see 
it  all !   I've  got  the  five  shillings." 

How  wonderfully  simply  St.  John 
puts  it :   ''  If  we  receive  the  witness  of 
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men"  (and  we  are  doing  this  every 
hour  of  our  lives  ! )  "  the  witness  of 
God  is  greater."  Surely  it  is  ;  and 
yet  we  hesitate  to  believe  God  ;  or  if 
we  believe  God,  it  is  when  He  tells 
us  of  our  guilt,  and  not  when  He  tells 
us  of  His  grace. 

*'A11  we  like  sheep  have  gone 
astray."  How  often  have  I  asked  an 
anxious  soul  :  **  Is  that  true — have 
you  gone  astray  ? "  "  Oh,  yes,  in- 
deed I  have." 

We  have  turned  every  one  to  his 
own  way."  '*  Have  you  been  follow- 
ing your  own  way  ?"  **  Yes."  What 
conies  next  ?  Some  sentence  of  con- 
demnation !  No,  indeed,  no;  but  this: 
"  The  Lord  hath  laid  on  Him  the 
iniquity  of  us  all."  Is  that  true  ? 
Then  comes  a  pause.  You  say,  **Yes, 
that's  true,"  to  the  sad  charges  which 
God  has  against  you  ;  and  yet  you 
hesitate  to  joyfully  praise  Him,  when 
Jehovah  says  that  He  has  laid  all 
your  sins  upon  His  beloved  Son,  and 
thus  has  lifted  all  guilt  and  curse  from 
off  your  soul ! 

"  Ah  !  "  you  say,  if  on/y  I  could  feel 
it,  how  happy  I  should  be  ! "  But  we 
are  never  told  to  feel.  Feelings,  good 
or  bad,  have  nothing  to  do  with  the 
glorious  fact  that  Jesus  died,  that  the 
Son  of  God  loved  me  and  gave  His 
life  (or  me, — that  "  His  own  Self  bare 
our  sins  in  His  own  Body  on  the  tree." 
These  are  Divine  utterances  from 
Him  who  cannot  lie,  from  Him 
who  gave  Himself  for  our  sins ; 
and  though  heaven  and  earth  should 
pass  away,  these  blessed  words  are 
for  ever  true. 

Oh,  credit  the  record  God  has  given 
of  His  Son,  and  at  once  you  pass  from 
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death  unto  life,  pardoned,   ''justified," 
saved. 

How  often  do  we  turn  God's  Word 
upside  down  !  Instead  of  "  fact,  faith, 
feeling,"  we  would  have  it  thus  :  "  feel- 
ing, faith,  fact."  Let  us  keep  God's 
order,  and  then  all  is  simple. 


FACT- 


FAITH— 


FEELING, 


Jesus  died  "  the  Just  for  tb;e  un- 
just." iPet.  3-  18. 

The  Son  of  God  loved  me  and 
gave  Himself  for  me.  cai.  2. 20. 

"He  that  BELIEVEJH  on   Me 

hath  everlasting  life."  "Be- 
lieve on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
and  thou  shalt  be  saved." 

Ac.  16.  31. 

"  I  do  believe,  I  will  believe, 
That  Jesus  died  for  me. 

That  on  the  cross  He  shed  His 
blood, 
From  sin  to  set  me  free. 

"  We  know  that  we  have  passed 
from  death  unto  life  "  i  jo.  3. 14. 
"  We  have  known  and  believed 
the  love  God  hath  to  us." 

I  Jo.  4.  16. 


If  Jehovah  has  indeed  taken  all 
your  sins,  past,  present,  and  future, 
and  laid  them  on  Jesus,  and  if  God's 
Word  is  true — "  I  have  blotted  OUt 
as  a  thick  cloud  thy  transgressions," 
is  it  possible  for  you  to  doubt  any 
longer  ?  Surely,  if  you  believe  these 
blessed  tidings,  you  cannot  but  rejoice. 
And  remember — Where  faith  begins, 
doubt  ends. 

With  men,  "seeing  is  believing"; 
with  the  Christian,  *' believing  is  see- 
ing." He  no  longer  hopes  and  fears  ; 
he  believes,  and  therefore  he  knows. 

You  may  desire  pardon  and  peace, 
but  how  can  you  enjoy  them,  except 
by  TAKING  what  God  gives  1  But 
if,  instead  of  taking — you  go  on  pray- 
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ing,  asking — how  can  you  expect  to 
find  peace  ? 

Then  take  with  rejoicing  from  Jesus  AT  ONCE 

The  Hfe  everlasting  He  gives, 
And  know  with  assurance  thou  never  canst  die, 

Since  Jesus  thy  Righteousness  hves. 

But  perhaps  you  have  never  yet 
recognised  Christ's  claim  upon  you, 
not  only  because  He  created,  but  far 
more,  because  He  died  to  redeem 
you. 

A  lady  once  met  a  gamekeeper  with 
his  dog  behind  him.  He  was  a  cruel, 
rough,  and  godless  man.  The  lady 
went  up  and  patted  his  dog.  He 
growled  over  his  shoulder  :  *'  You'd 
better  take  care  of  that  dog."  **  Oh," 
she  answered  pleasantly,  "dogs  never 
hurt  me  !  I  am  fond  of  dogs.  Is  it 
your  dog?"  ''Yes."  ''What  is  its 
name  ?  "  "  Rover."  "  Did  you  rear 
it  yourself  .<*"  "  Yes."  "  Do  you  feed 
it  ?  and  does  he  come  when  you  call 
him  ?  "  "  Of  course  he  do."  "  What 
would  you  say  if  he  did  not  come  ?  or 
if  he  snarled  at  you  ?  or  if  he  followed 
the  poachers  ?''  "  Why,  I  should  shoot 
him  pretty  quick."  "  1  believe  you 
would.  Now  I  think  God  has  done 
a  great  deal  more  for  you,  than  ever 
you  did  for  your  dog.  Do  you  love 
God  ?  Do  you  come  when  He  calls 
you  ?  or  do  you  follow  that  old 
poacher,  the  devil,  and  like  him  and 
his  company  a  great  deal  better  ? " 
The  man  was  touched.  God's  Spirit 
convinced  him  of  his  sin,  and  he  was 
made  happy  in  a  Saviour's  love. 

What  do  you  think  of  God's  good- 
ness and  mercy  towards  you  ?  Will 
you  not  praise  Him  and  say:  '' Afy 
Lord  and  my  God." 
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"WHAT  MUST  I  DO  TO  BE  SAVED?" 

BY    SIR     ARTHUR     BLACKWOOD. 

{Read  the  I2th  of  Exodus,  verses  21  to  30,  before  you  read  this.) 

OD  has  drawn  many  striking 
pictures  of  salvation  from  com- 
ing judgment  by  the  blood  of 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  but 
none  clearer  than  the  story  of 
the  Passover  in  Egypt.  It  contains  in 
the  simplest  language  the  answer  to  the 
all-important  question,  '*  What  must  I  do 
to  be  saved?" 

The  condition  of  the  Israelites  in  Egypt 
before  their  deliverance  illustrates  the 
condition  of  the  unsaved  sinner  ;  and  the 
way  of  their  deliverance  is  typical  of  the 
way  of  salvation  by  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ. 

Israel  in  Egypt  were  helpless  slaves. 
They  could  not  help  themselves,  or  de- 
vise a  way  of  salvation.  Exactly  the 
condition  of  the  unconverted  man ;  he  is 
the  servant  of  the  world ;  the  bond-slave 
of  sin  ;  bound  hand  and  foot. 

Just  where  you  and  I  are,  until  we  are 
taught  in  God's  mercy  the  way  of  de- 
liverance through  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 
The  judgment  that  was  coming  upon 
Egypt  would  have  overtaken  Israel,  if 
God  in  His  mercy  had  not  provided  a 
way  of  deliverance.  And  so  with  us : 
we  are  lying  under  the  sentence  of  God, 
**  by  nature  the  children  of  wrath"  — 
"condemned  already  "  (johnm.  is). 

Sentence  is  thus  passed  upon  us,  but 
not  executed ;  it  is  passed  as  it  wae  upon 
the  Israelites  in  Egypt  before  God  re- 
vealed the  way  of  life ;  and  until  we  are 
sheltered  beneath  the  blood,  we  are  alike 
under  the  condemnation.  The  way  of 
Israel's  deliverance  by  the  blood  on  their 
door  posts,  is  a  type  or  picture  of  God's 
way  of  salvation  for  every  sinner  by  the 
blood  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

A  lamb  was  to  be  slain,  and  the  blood 
to  be  sprinkled  on  the  two  side  posts  and 
lintel  of  the  doors  of  their  houses.  Each 
family  was  then  to  assemble  within  those 


blood-sprinkled  doors,  and  with  "loins 
girded,"  "  shoes  on  their  feet,"  and 
"  staJBf  in  hand,"  was  to  eat  the  flesh  of 
the  lamb  "roasted  with  fire;"  but  it 
must  be  clearly  observed  that  it  was  upon 
the  fulfilment  of  but  one  of  these  parti- 
culars that  the  salvation  of  the  Israelites 
depended — and  that  was  on  the  blood 
outside  the  door ;  for  God  had  said, 
"  When  I  see  the  blood,  I  will  pass  over 
you."  We  need  be  at  no  pains  to  dis- 
cover what  the  blood  of  the  lamb  was 
meant  to  teach  us.  The  type  is  so  clear 
— the  **  precious  blood  of  Christ." 

As  the  lamb  was  slain,  and  by  its 
death  saved  from  death  the  first-born  of 
those  on  whose  door  posts  its  blood  was 
sprinkled, — so, — the  Scriptures  tells  us 
that  Christ,  the  Lamb  of  God,  has  "  suf- 
fered for  sins,  the  just  for  the  unjust," 
and  that  whosoever  believeth  in  Him 
shall  never  come  into  condemnation. 

Now,  when  an  Israelite  took  the  blood 
of  the  lamb,  and  put  it  outside  upon  the 
door  posts  and  lintel,  and  went  into  his 
house,  he  took  shelter  under  the  blood. 
He  trusted  in  the  blood  for  salvation  ; 
for  it  is  remarkable  that  one  of  the  radical 
meanings  of  the  word  "  trust "  is  that  of 
"taking  shelter  under."  The  blood  was 
over  him,  and  the  sword  of  the  destroy- 
ing angel  could  not  smite  through  the 
blood. 

In  like  manner  the  sinner  that  trusts 
in  Jesus  is  one  who  shelters  himself,  or 
is  taking  shelter,  under  the  blood — he 
has  fled  for  refuge  to  it.  He  believes  he 
is  guilty,  he  believes  that  judgment  is 
coming,  and  he  says,  I  will  hide  or  shel- 
ter under  the  blood ;  for  God  has  said, 
**  When  I  see  the  blood,  I  will  pass  over 
you."  Without  cavillings  or  question- 
ings, he  trusts  in  the  ef&cacy  of  Christ's 
death,  in  his  stead,  to  save  him  from 
wrath.  He  thus  takes  God's  way  of 
salvation,  and  he  is  safe. 

But  as  it  was  on  the  blood  alone  that 
safety  depended,  not  on  the  observance 
of  the  other  particulars  connected   with 
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the  Passover,  so  with  us,  it  is  on  the 
blood  of  Christ  alone  that  salvation  de- 
pends. When  the  Israelites  were  saved, 
God  never  said,  "  If  I  see  you  with  your 
loins  girt,  your  shoes  on  your  feet,  and 
your  staff  in  your  hand,  I  will  pass  over 
you."  You  can  easily  imagine  a  man 
obeying  all  these  (pommands  with  regard 
to  dress,  shoes,  and  staff,  but  yet  failing 
to  put  the  blood  outside  on  the  door 
posts.  However  exact  his  compliance 
with  every  other  particular,  if  that  were 
omitted,  death  would  have  been  the  in- 
evitable result.  It  was  only  the  blood— 
the  blood  outside  on  the  door  posts — 
that  saved.  There  are  many  in  these 
days  who  lose  sight  of  this. 

You  may  think  you  are  safe  from 
coming  judgment ;  but  it  is  not  so,  un- 
less you  have  sheltered  under  the  blood. 
You  may  have  the  outward  appearance 
of  being  a  Christian ;  you  may  use  the 
language  of  one,  be  a  moral  man,  may 
be  baptized,  confirmed,  and  be  a  com- 
municant, and  going  through  all  the 
rites  and  forms  of  your  church  ;  but  if 
you  have  not  sheltered  under  the  blood, 
you  are  not  safe. 

Eemember,  God  did  not  make  salva- 
tion to  depend  upon  the  eating  the  flesh 
of  the  lamb,  or  the  enjoyment  connected 
with  the  meal,  but  only  on  the  blood  out- 
side the  door.  A  man  might  take  his 
place  at  the  table  inside  the  house,  and 
eat  the  lamb ;  but  if  the  blood  was  not 
on  the  door  post,  death  would  have  fal- 
len on  that  house.  The  Israehte  knew 
that  the  "destroying  angel"  was  to 
pass  by  his  door  that  night,  and  that  as 
he  passed,  there  was  but  one  thing  to 
gaide  him  as  to  whether  he  was,  or  was 
not,  to  smite;  and  that  was  the  blood 
outside  on  the  door  posts.  The  angel 
was  not  to  look  within  to  see  if  their 
loins  were  girt,  shoes  on  feet,  and  staff 
in  hand,  but  at  the  blood  outside.  God 
has  only  said,  **  When  I  see  the  blood,  I 
will  pass  over  you."     Yes,  you. 

The  eating   the   unleavened   bread   or 
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bitter  herbs  had  not  anything  to  do 
with  the  cause  of  their  safety ;  and  even 
though  partaken  of,  if  there  was  no 
blood  outside  upon  the  house,  it  would 
have  been  unavailing. 

We  know  from  1  Cor.  v.  6,  that  the 
"  unleavened  bread  "  signifies  sincerity 
and  truth, — and  many  understand  the 
**  bitter  herbs  "  to  mean  sorrow  for  sin  ; 
neither  of  these  give  any  ground  for  a 
sinner  to  hope  that  he  will  be  saved. 
Many  are  trusting  in  such  things  for 
salvation.  The  frequent  phrases,  "  I  am 
doing  the  best  I  can,"  "I  am  deeply 
sorry  for  the  past,"  while  unaccompanied 
by  a  real  trust  in  the  substitution  of  the 
Lord  Jesus — in  the  shed  blood  for  shel- 
ter— are  only  an  evidence  how  men  rely 
on  works  to  save  them.  Neither  morality 
nor  holiness,  on  the  one  hand,  nor  con- 
trition and  repentance  on  the  other,  ever 
saved  a  soul.  Eight  and  proper  as  they 
are  in  their  due  place,  as  the  accompani- 
ments of  salvation,  they  are  not  the 
ground  of  it.     The  blood  alone  saves. 

*'  Earnestness "  is  looked  upon  by 
many  as  the  "  one  thing  needful ;  "  and 
they  hold  that  it  does  not  much  matter 
what  a  man's  creed  may  be,  if  he  is  only 
an  "  earnest  man."  But  as  the  un- 
leavened bread  did  not  contribute  to  the 
Israelites*  salvation  in  Egypt,  so,  neither 
will  *' sincerity"  nor  "earnestness" 
stand  the  sinner  in  any  stead  noiv.  A 
man  may  be  thoroughly  in  earnest,  but, 
like  Saul  of  Tarsus,  thoroughly  wrong. 

People  may  say,  "  I  trust  in  Christ,  and 
do  the  best  I  can  ;  I  trust  in  Christ,  and 
endeavour  to  lead  a  holy  life,  and  there- 
fore hope  to  be  saved."  Such  is  not 
God's  way.  God  did  not  say,  "  When 
I  see  the  blood,  and  you  eating  the 
lamb,  I  will  pass  over;"  or,  "When  I 
see  the  blood,  and  you  eating  unleavened 
bread;"  but,  only — "When  I  see  the 
blood."  Why  is  this?  Because  God 
will  give  all  the  honour  and  the  glory  to 
that,  which  is  alone  the  means  whereby 
any  sinner  is  ever  saved — "the  blood  of 
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Christ."  HE  died  with  thy  sentence 
over  His  head.  God's  broken  law  de- 
manded thy  life  blood.  God's  Son  took 
thy  place  at  Calvary,  and  His  blood  was 
shed  in  thy  stead.  The  redeemed  in 
heaven  sing,  "  Thou  wast  slain,  and  hast 
redeemed  us  to  God  by  Thy  blood." 
To  that  blood,  and  to  that  blood  alone, 
they  owe  it  that  they  are  in  glory.  It 
says,  they  **  washed  their  robes,  and 
made  them  white  in  the  blood  of  the 
Lamb, — therefore,"  yes,  therefore,  "are 
they  before  the  throne  of  God  "  (Ret.  vii. 

14,  15). 

When  the  destroying  angel  looked  at 
the  door  posts,  and  saw  the  blood  there, 
he  could  tell  that  death  had  been  there 
already.  The  sentence  to-day  against 
the  soul  that  sinneth  is  death  ; — but, — if 
death  has  taken  place,  what  more  sen- 
tence is  there  ?  "  There  is  no  condemna' 
tion  to  them  that  are  in  Christ  Jesus." 
They  have  died,  for  Christ  died  for  them. 

/s  this  Salvation  yours  ?  What  do  you 
think  of  the  blood  of  Jesus?  Are  you 
attempting  to  get  to  heaven  by  "doing 
the  best  you  can,"  by  becoming  religious, 
or  by  any  other  means  but  the  blood  of 
Jesus?  Or  are  you  acknowledging  that 
the  blood  of  Christ  is  the  only  way? 
What  are  you  doing?  Stop  for  one 
minute  and  think. 

There  are  many  people  who  content 
themselves  with  saying,  **  Oh  yes,  I  ac- 
knowledge that  we  can  only  be  saved  by 
Christ ;  we  all  believe  we  are  sinners, 
and  that  Christ  died."  But  is  that 
enough?  Would  it  have  been  enough 
for  an  Israelite,  as  midnight  approached, 
to  say,  '*  I  believe  that  the  lamb  has 
been  slain  "  ? 

God  did  not  say,  '*  When  the  lamb  is 
slain  you  are  safe,"  but,  When  you  take 
the  blood  and  put  it  on  the  side  posts  and 
lintel  outside  the  door,  when  you  are  in- 
side the  house,  with  it  thus  oufcside,  then, 
and  not  till  then,  are  you  safe. 

Don't  pat  a  salve  on  your  conscience 
by  saying,  ''We  all  beheve  that  Christ 
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died."  Why,  the  devils  believe  that.  Do 
you  think  that  they  doubt  it  ?  No  ;  but 
they  cannot  take  the  blood,  and  shelter 
themselves  under  it.  That  is  what  a 
sinner  may  do,  and  must  do.  For  God's 
sake,  do  not  content  yourself,  or  lull 
yourself  to  sleep  by  saying,  "  I  am 
safe,"  because  I  believe  that  Jesus  died" 

—  an  historic  fact,  but  not  a  personal 
appropriation.  That  will  never  save 
you.  You  must  be  sheltered  under  the 
blood. 

What  are  you  doing  with  the  blood  of 
Christ?  God  sees  what  you  are  doing 
with  it.  Are  you  delaying  to  use  it? 
"Oh,"  some  say,  "  it  is  all  right ;  every- 
thing you  say  is  perfectly  true.  We  do 
not  doubt  a  word  of  it ;  we  believe  our 
Bibles ;  we  are  quite  sure  that  the  only 
way  of  salvation  is  by  Christ."  Tell  me 
what  good  it  would  have  done  to  an 
Israelite,  if,  when  told  to  take  the  blood 
and  put  it  outside  on  the  door,  as  the 
judgment  was  coming  that  midnight,  if 
he  had  said,  "  Yes,  all  right ;  in  a  few 
more  days"?  Destruction  would  have 
come  upon  his  first-born. 

With  the  Israelites,  that  night  was 
the  beginning  of  their  life  and  liberty. 
They  had  no  life  before  that  time.  God 
said,  **  This  month  shall  be  the  beginning 
of  months  unto  you."  Why?  Because 
that  night,  when  they  sheltered  under 
the  blood,  their  life  began  as  a  nation. 

♦  And  your  life  must  date  from  the 
moment  of  your  actually  trusting  in  the 
blood  of  Christ,  or  you  have  none  at 
all. 

What  have  you  then  to  do?  Shelter 
yourself  under  Him,  by  recognising  the 
price  that  was  paid  for  your  redemp- 
tion—His life-blood.     Take  refuge  there  ; 

—  now,  to-day — and  God  has  pledged 
His  word  that,  "when  He  sees  the 
blood  thus  put  outside  your  door.  He 
will  pass  over  you,"  So  shall  this  day 
be  your  birthdayo    "  Born  again." 

(Bead  lines  on  page  68  specially  about  this.) 
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Is  the  Blood 

Sprinkled  ? 


I'^HE  Jews  tell  a  story  in  connection 
*  with  that  dreadful  Passover  night. 
A  Jewish  father  had  one  little  girl, 
about  ten  years  oldo  She  was  his 
only  child,  and  he  was  very  fond  of  her 
As  the  firstborn  child  in  that  family,  she 
would  be  the  one  to  die  if  the  angel's 
stroke  should  fall  on  their  dwelling. 
Before  going  to  sleep,  she  asked  her 
father  if  the  blood  had  been  sprinkled  on 
their  doorposts.  He  said  it  had,  and  she 
fell  asleep.  But  her  sleep  was  disturbed. 
She  woke  several  times  through  the 
evening,  and  each  time  she  asked  anxi- 
ously if  it  was  all  right  about  the  blood. 
Assured  that  it  was,  she  tried  to  sleep  on, 
but  in  vain.  A  little  before  midnight  she 
woke  again,  in  great  alarm.  She  asked 
her  father  to  take  her  in  his  arms,  and 
carry  her  to  the  door  that  she  might  see 
the  blood.  He  did  so;  but  found  to  his 
horror  that  there  was  no  blood  on  the 
doorposts  !  It  had  been  left  to  a  servant 
to  attend  to  it,  and  he  had  neglected  it. 
Her  father  ran  to  get  the  blood,  and 
sprinkled  it  on  the  doorposts  with  his  own 
hand.  His  child  saw  the  blood  there,  and 
knowing  that  they  were  safe,  she  went 
sweetly  to  sleep.  That  blood  protected 
them  when  the  destroying  angel  passed 
over.  And  so  to-day,  it  is  only  seeing  the 
blood  of  Christ  by  faith,  and  knowing 
Him  as  the  One  who  died  at  Calvary  as 
your  substitute  and  Saviour,  that  can  save 
you  from  the  broken  law.  Can  you  say, 
•*  He  loved  me,  and  gave  Himself  for 
me  "  ?  for  God  says,  '*  It  is  the  blood  that 
maketh  an  atonement  for  the  soul ;  "  and 
He  also  says,  *'  When  I  see  the  blood,  I 
will  pass  over  you." 


A  beautiful  engraving  of  the  abave  scene,  "  Is  the  blood  sprinkled T" 
10x13,  maybe  had  from  the  BiiUsh  Gospel  Book  Associatiou,  Liver- 
pool.    Price,  pv>Bt  free,  iu  roller,  i^d. 
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A  Striking  Story. 


SOON  after  leaving  S ,  on  turning 
round,  I  saw  a  man  coming  along 
the  road,  who  appeared  to  be  an  old 
tramp.  In  a  minute  or  two  he  was  by 
my  side.  His  shoes  were  slung  over  his 
shoulder,  and  his  feet  were  but  half  pro- 
tected by  a  pair  of  ragged  carpet  slippers. 
He  had  already  walked  ten  miles,  and  on 
my  asking  him  where  he  was  going,  he 
said,  "  For  Keighley  wide  o'  Bradford," 
and  added,  *'  I  would  have  gone  by  rail, 
but  I  had  not  money  enough."  I  soon 
learned  from  him  the  outline  of  his  past 
history.  He  was  the  more  communica- 
tive, perhaps,  as  he  did  not  know  me  to 
be  a  minister.  Seeing  a  small  bag  in  my 
hand,  he  supposed  I  gained  my  livelihood 
by  "  selling  bits  of  things."  I  asked, 
"  How  old  are  you,  my  friend  ?  " 

**  Turned  seventy,  master,"  said  he. 

"Well,  have  you  any  prospect  of  a 
better  world  ?  " 

"  There's  nothing  for  me  but  heaven," 
he  replied,  in  tones  of  great  assurance. 

**  Indeed,"  I  said ;  **  what  makes  you 
so  sure  of  that?  " 

"  Oh,  I've  never  done  no  harm,  and 
have  always  done  all  the  good  I  could. 
There  can  be  nothing  else  for  me." 

"  If  what  you  say  be  true,"  I  observed, 
"  what  shall  I  do  ?  I  have  not  done  all 
the  good  I  could,  but  a  great  deal  of  harm. 
I  have  been  very  bad." 

"Have  you,  master?  You  don't  look 
like  one  of  that  sort." 

"  You  must  not  take  people  by  their 
looks.  I  have  been  so  bad  that  I  have 
broken  the  whole  law;  have  been  guilty 
of  great  crimes — even  murder." 

This  statement  quite  alarmed  the  old 
man ;  fixing  his  eyes  upon  me  for  a  few 
seconds,  he  said,  **  How  is  it  you  are  here, 
then?" 
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**  Oh,  we  do  not  always  get  what  we 
deserve,  or  I  should  not  be  here.  You 
see-  I  am  not  like  you.  What  must  I 
do?" 

Evidently  pitying  my  case,  he  ex- 
claimed, **  Eh,  master,  I'm  capped  with 
it ;  I  don't  know  what  you  can  do.  I  can 
see  nothing  for  it  but  your  turning  to  be 
better  for  the  future ;  then  you  won't  have 
so  many  stripes,  you  know.  The  Bible 
says  some  have  few  stripes  and  some 
many." 

**  Where  do  they  go  to  get  the  stripes  ?" 
:  asked. 

**  Oh,"  said  the  old  man  seriously,  "  to 
hell,  of  course." 

**  And  when  they  have  had  their  stripes, 
do  they  come  out  again  ?  " 

"  Nay,  they  stay  there  for  ever." 

**  Well,  but  I  don't  want  to  go  to  hell 
at  all — I  want  to  go  to  heaven.  Can't 
you  tell  me  how  I  can  get  there  ?  " 

•'*  Nay,  master,  I  can't.  But  it  isn't 
true,  is  it,  that  you  have  been  so  bad  ?  " 

Pausing  for  a 'minute,  and  looking  him 
full  in  the  face,  I  said  very  seriously,  '*  It 
is  true  ;  and  I  can  tell  you,  you  are  quite 
as  bad,  and  I  can  prove  it." 

With  a  mingled  look  of  surprise  and 
anger,  he  earnestly  replied,  "  I'm  sure  I'm 
not." 

"  You  are  ;  and  I  can  prove  it,  for  God 
says  so.  He  says,  *  Whosoever  shall  Jceep 
the  whole  law,  ajid  yet  offend  in  one  point, 
he  is  guilty  of  all.'  Now  tell  me  candidly, 
have  you  ever  been  tipsy  ?  '* 

"  I've  got  a  sup  too  much  sometimes." 

"I  dare  say  you  have  cursed  and  sworn 
at  times?  " 

**  Yes,  I  have.     I  can't  deny  it." 

**  You  have  not  spoken  the  truth  al- 
ways ?"     *'  No,  not  always." 

"  Without  going  any  further,  you  see 
you  have  offended  in  many  points ;  there- 
fore you  have  broken  the  law  of  God,  and 
many  times,  too.  Just  think  what 
another  passage  says,  *  Cursed  is  every  one 
that  continueth  not  in  ALL  thhigs  which 
are  written  in  the  book  of  the  law  to  do 
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them.*  (Gal.  iii.  ]o.)  You  see,  if  you  had 
offended  but  once  in  all  your  life,  you  are 
under  a  curse.  Now  if  you  are  guilty  of 
breaking  every  commandment,  you  have 
broken  the  one  that  says  :  *  Thou  shalt 
do  no  murder,'  and  you  are  guilty  of 
murder.  Guilty  of  all,  means  that  you  are 
Guilty  of  murder." 

It  v^as  evident  that  light  was  dawning 
upon  his  mind,  as  at  this  stage  of  the  con- 
versation he  wonderingly  inquired,  "  Eh, 
is  it  like  that  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  I  said;  "and  now  go  back  in 
your  mind,  and  try  to  recollect  your  past 
life,  and  tell  me  if  you  have  ever  really 
loved  God,  for  the  greatest  commandment 
in  the  Bible  is,  *  TKou  shalt  love  the  Lord 
thy  God  with  all  thy  heart,  with  all  thy 
mind,  tvith  all  thy  soul,  and  with  all  thy 
strength:  and  thy  neighbour  as  thyself.'  " 

"  Well,  I've  said  my  prayers  to  Him 
sometimes." 

**  When  have  you  done  that,  my 
friend?" 

"  Oh,  when  I've  been  going  on  the  road, 
I've  said,  'Lord,  help  me  through  to-day,' 
and  He  has  done  it." 

**  And  have  you  thanked  Him  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  have." 

"  Now,  do  you  think  you  would  have 
asked  Him  to  help  you,  had  you  not  been 
afraid  you  would  not  have  had  enough  to 
eat?" 

"  No,  I  don't  think  I  should." 

"  That  is  not  loving  God  ;  that's  loving 
yourself.  Let  me  ask  one  more  question. 
When  God  has  helped  you,  and  you  have 
thanked  Him,  have  you  studied  afterwards 
how  to  please  Him,  or  have  you  forgotten 
Him  until  you  were  in  want  again  ?  " 

This  probing  had  its  designed  effect. 
His  conscience  became  restless,  and  he 
began  to  see  things  in  a  different  light 
from  that  in  which  he  had  before  seen 
them.  Believing  that  the  Holy  Spirit  was 
convincing  him  of  sin,  of  righteousness, 
and  of  judgment  to  come,  I  endeavoured 
to  show  him  that  God's  law  required  per- 
fect obedience ;  that  by  the  works  of  the 
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law  no  man  living  can  be  justified ;  that 
the  penalty  of  breaking  the  law  of  God 
was  eternal  death  ;  that  the  review  of  his 
life  clearly  showed  that  all  Ids  righteous- 
ness ivas  as  filthy  rags :  that  his  heart  had 
never  been  right  in  the  sight  of  God. 
While  thus  undeceiving  him  as  to  his 
hopes  and  false  confidence,  it  was  most 
affecting  to  witness  his  emotions.  They 
became  more  and  more  intense,  till  at 
length,  trembling  and  bursting  into  tears, 
he  sobbed  out — ''  Eh,  master,  I'm  as  bad 
as  you  !     I'm  as  bad  as  you ! 

"What  shall  we  do?" 

I  could  not  refrain  from  weeping,  too, 
as  I  beheld  this  aged  sinner.  The  staff 
on  which  he  had  rested  all  his  hopes  for 
the  future  suddenly  broken,  and  his  ex- 
pectations of  happiness  changed  into  a 
"fearful  loohmg  for  of  judgmefit  ajid fiery 
indignation."  (Heb.  x.  27.)  He  felt  his  posi- 
tion— so  soon  to  enter  eternity,  and  so  un- 
prepared. His  heart  was  broken.  He 
was  literally  **  ready  to  perish." 

**  Cheer  up,"  said  I ;  *'  I  know  what  we 
can  do." 

"  Do  ye  ? "  said  he  with  earnestness. 
He  felt  there  was  not  a  moment  to  spare. 

"  Yes ;  we  must  look  to  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ.  You  have  heard  of  Him,  haven't 
you?" 

**  Yes  ;  didn't  He  die  upon  the  cross  ?  " 

•'  He  did,  and  was  buried  ;  and  He  rose 
again,  and  went  back  to  heaven,  and  is 
now  seated  upon  His  throne  there.  He 
loves  sinners  such  as  you  and  me,  and  He 
says  '  He  loved  me,  and  gave  Himself  for 
me.*  And  He  also  says,  '  Come  unto  Me, 
all  ye  that  labour,  and  are  heavy  laden, 
and  I  will  give  you  rest.'  (Matt.  xi.  28.) 
Look  unto  Me,  and  be  ye  saved.'  (isa.  xLx.  22.) 
What  we  have  to  do  is  to  look  unto  Him  ; 
to  trust  in  Him,  and  we  have  the  forgive- 
ness of  all  our  sins ;  and  He  will  give  us 
the  Holy  Spirit  to  make  us  holy  and 
happy,  and  then  take  us  to  heaven." 

The  announcement  that  salvation  was 
a  free  gift  of  Christ  seemed  to  the  old  man 
too   good  to   be    true  ;  and   I   therefore 
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added,  "  I  am  sure  of  it,  for  I  have  been 
to  Him." 

With  a  look  of  surprise  he  said, — 

•'Have  you?" 

'*  Yes,  and  found  it  just  as  Jesus  said. 
I  had  been  miserable  for  some  time,  and 
was  very  much  like  what  you  are  now. 
I  felt  myself  a  great  sinner ;  my  whole  life 
had  been  very  bad,  and  my  heart  wicked, 
I  saw  I  could  not  help  myself.  Do  what 
I  would,  I  had  no  rest  or  peace,  day  or 
night.  Then  I  heard  of  the  love  of  God 
in  giving  His  own  Son  to  die  for  sinners, 
that  they  might  be  saved.  I  thought  of 
the  wonderful  love  of  Jesus  in  coming 
from  heaven  to  suffer  on  my  behalf ;  and 
I  said  to  myself,  He  loved  me,  and  gave 
Himself  for  me.  I  felt  my  whole  heart 
filled  with  love  to  Him  ;  and  looking  up, 
I  said,  'I  do  believe  in  Thee,'  and  in  a 
moment  I  was  rejoicing.  And  now  I  know 
I  am  going  to  heaven,  not  because  I  have 
been  good,  for  I  have  been  very  bad,  as  I 
told  you,  but  because  Jesus  suffered  for  me, 
suffered  in  my  stead.'' 

These  simple  words  the  old  convinced 
sinner  listened  to  with  fixed  attention, 
and  said,  with  glistening  eye, — 

"  D'ye  think  He  will  save  an  old  sinner 
like  me?" 

"  I  am  sure  He  will.  It  is  His  work  to 
save.  It  is  just  what  He  delights  to  do. 
He  saves  all  that  come  to  Him ;  for  it  is 
said, — *  He  is  able  to  save  them  to  the 
uttermost  that  come  unto  God  by  Him.* 
(Heb.  vii.  26.)  And  again,  '  Him  that  cometh 
unto  Me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out.' 
(John  vi.  37.)  '  He  was  wounded  for  our 
transgressions.  He  was  bruised  for  our 
iniquities.  All  we  like  sheep  have  gone 
astray ;  we  have  turned  every  one  to  his 
own  way,  and  the  Lord  hath  laid  on  Him 
the  iniquity  of  us  all.*  (lea. lui. 5, c)  'He 
died  the  just  for  the  unjust.*  "    (i  Pet.  ui.  is.) 

As  I  explained  these  passages,  and 
showed  him  that  salvation  is  in  Christ, 
that  Jesus  had  done  and  suffered  all  for  us, 
and  had  left  us  nothing  to  do,  his  coun- 
tenance brightened,  and  with  much  ani- 

240 


mation  he  exclaimed,—"/  neuer  saw  it  like 
t/iat  before."  As  we  discoursed  further, 
the  old  man  would  stop,  as  if  lost  in 
thought,  and  then  resuming  the  walk, 
would  say, — **  I  see  !  I  see  !  " 

Presently,  making  a  dead  halt,  and 
striking  the  ground  with  his  stick,  he 
said,  with  great  emphasis  and  joy, — 

"  Bless  Him  !  I  do  love  Him  !  I  do 
that !  I  do  believe  in  Him  !  "  After 
another  pause  he  said, — "  To  think  I 
should  have  met  you  this  morning;  it 
seems  as  if  you  had  been  sent  on  pur- 
pose." 

"  Yes  ;  and  to  think  of  the  love  of  the 
LoED  Jesus  in  meeting  you,  and  making 
you  happy." 

We  had  now  about  a  mile  and  a  half  to 
walk  ere  we  parted.  We  could  neither 
speak  nor  think  of  aught  but  Jesus,  and 
what  He  had  done  for  us. 

I  offered  him  my  hand.  He  took  it  and 
said,  **  We  shall  soon  be  in  heaven,  and 
I  shall  know  you  again  when  we  are  there. 
I  can't  be  long  here ;  I  shall  know  when 
you  come."  Then,  joyfully  alluding  to 
our  blessed  Saviour,  he  said,  "  Bless 
Him  !  bless  Him  !  "  and  we  parted. 

God's  Wobd  says  :— "  Through  this 
man  is  preached  unto  you  the  forgiveness 
of  sins ;  and  by  Him  all  that  believe  are 
justified  from  all  things."     (Acts xm.  38.) 

"  For  God  sent  not  His  son  into  the 
world  to  condemn  the  world  ;  but  that 
the  world  through  Him  might  be  saved." 

(John  iii.  17.) 

— ♦ ' — 

Which  ? 

9N  the  Cathedral  at  Worcester,  fchere  is  an 
ancient  slab,  bearing  as  its  inscription  the 
solitary  word:  MISERRIMUS,— "  Most  Miser- 
able." 

Down  in  the  Catacombs— those  vast  under- 
ground chambers  of  the  dead,  where  the  early 
Christians  endeavoured  to  hide  from  their  fierce 
persecutors — engraven  on  a  stone  embedded  in 
the  wall,  stands  this  beautiful  word  "  FELICIS- 
SIMUS  "— "  Most  Happy/' 

If  you  were  to  be  laid  in  your  grave  this  week, 
which  of  those  Latin   inscriptions   would  most 
truly  represent  your  condition  ? 
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God's  Answers  to 
your  Questions. 


AM  young  yet,  and  likely  to 
live  for  years  to  come.  1 
hardly  need  think  of  these 
things  yet  (?) 

"  Boast  not  thyself  of  to-morrow  : 
for  thou  knowest  not  what  a  day  may 
bring  forth  "  (Prov.  27. 1). 

If  I  do  die,  shall  I  not  be  done  with  ? 

'*  The  rich  man  died,  and  was 
buried  ;  and  in  hell  he  lifted  up  his 
eyes,  being  in  torments  "  (Luke  16. 22, 23). 

But  I  siippose  it  will  have  to  be 
determined  at  the  judgment  day  who 
will  be  sent  there  f 

"  He  that  believeth  not  is  con- 
demned already,  because  he  hath  not 
believed  in  the  name  of  the  only  be- 
gotten Son  of  God"  (John 3. 18). 

But  I  have  lived  a  comparatively 
harmless  life,  never  wilfully  done  any 
one  injury,  and  am  I  condemned  ? 

God  says  :  '*  There  is  none  right- 
eous, no,  not  one "  (Rom. 3. 10).  "Verily, 
verily,  I  say  unto  thee,  Except  a  man 
be  born  again,  he  cannot  see  the 
kingdom  of  God."  *'Ye  must  be 
born  again  "  (Johns. 3, 7), 

God  is  a  merciful  God,  and  I  trust 
that  He  will  pass  over  many  misdeeds. 

"  He  will  by  no  means  clear  the 
guilty  "  (Exod.  34. 7).  **  Because  I  have  call- 
ed, and  ye  refused,  I  also  will  laugh 
when  your  fear  cometh  "  (Prov.  i.  24, 26). 

But  I  say  my  prayers  night  and 
morning,  and  have  given  in  support 
of  Gods  work  ;  and  surely  that  will 
count  in  my  favour? 
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"  Many  shall  say  to  Me  in  that 
lay .  .  .  we  have  done  many  wonderful 
works. —  I  never  knew  you,  depart 
from  Me  "  (Matt.  7. 22, 23). 

Why  put  7ne  on  the  same  level  as 
the  drunkard,  or  the  social  outcast  ? 

God  says  :  "By  one  man  sin 
entered  into  the  world,  and  death  by 
sin ;  and  so  death  passed  upon  all 
men,  for  that  all  have  sinned  "  (Rom.  s."^. 
"All  we,  like  sheep,  have  gone  as- 
tray "  (Isa.  S3-  6). 

/  cannot  credit  that  I  and  the  pro- 
fane and  i)nmoral  are  alike  before 
God. 

"  Whosoever  shall  keep  the  whole 
law,  and  yet  offend   in  one   point,  he 

is  guilty   of    all  "  (James  2.  10). 

If  that  be  the  case,  I  must  plead 
guilty,  I  have  sinned,  there  is  no 
doubt.  Can  you  tell  me  what  I  must 
do  to  be  saved? 

"  Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
and  thou  shalt  be  saved  "  (Acts  16. 31). 

Tell  me  exactly  what  I  am  to  believe. 

"  The  Lord  hath  laid  on  Him  the 
iniquity  of  us  all  "  (isa.  53.  6).  "He  gave 
Himself  for  me  "  (Gai.2. 20).  "The  just  for 
the  unjust  "  (r  Pet.  3.  is). 

But  must  I  do  nothing  to  gain 
salvation  ? 

"  Not  by  works  of  righteousness 
which  we  have  done,  but  according 
to  His  mercy  He  saved  us  "  (Thus  3. 5). 
"  A  man  is  not  justified  by  the  works 
of  the  law  ;  but  by  the  faith  of  Jesus 
Christ"  (Gal.  2. 16).  "  Not  of  works,  lest  any 
man  should  boast  "  (Eph.  2. 9). 

/  have  believed  from  my  earliest 
years  that  Jesus  died,  and  rose  again, 
and  yet  I  am  not  saved. 

"If  thou  shalt  confess  with  thy 
mouth  the  Lord  Jesus,  and  shalt  be- 
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lieve  in  thine  heart  that  God  hath 
raised  Him  from  the  dead,  thou  shalt 
be  saved"  (Rom.  10.9). 

Bu^  does  not  one  portion  of  the 
Bible  say,  ''  Work  out  your  own  sal- 
vation with  fear  and  trembling  "  f 

Yes — when  salvation  is  yours,  but 
not  until  then. 

''  To  him  that  worketh  not,  but 
believeth  in  Him  that  justifieth  the 
ungodly,  his  faith  is  counted  for 
righteousness  "  (Rom.  4. 5), 

Has  God  to  do  nothing  for  me  ? 

**  Without  shedding  of  blood  there 
is  no  remission"  (Heb.9.22).  Paul  says,  "He 
loved  me,  and  gave  Himself  for  me  " 

(Gal.  2.  20). 

To  be  saved  just  by  believing  seems 
too  simple  a  way. 

"If  He  had  bid  thee  do  some 
great  thing,  wouldest  thou  not  have 
done  it?  how  much  rather  then, 
when  He  saith  to  thee.  Wash,  and  be 
clean  "(2  Kings 5. 13).  "  Believe  on  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ,  and  thou  shaft  be  saved" 

(Acts  16.  31). 

Does  God  really  love  me,  before  I 
am  saved? 

"  God  commendeth  His  love  to- 
ward us,  in  that,  while  we  were  yet 
sinners,  Christ  died  for  us  "  (Rom.  5.  .8). 
"  Hereby  perceive  we  the  love  of 
God,  because  He  laid  down    His  life 

for  us"   (I  John  3.  16). 

Then  I  often  think  I  am  too  great 
a  sinner  to  be  saved. 

"  Come  now,  and  let  us  reason  to- 
gether, saith  the  Lord  :  though  your 
sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as 
white  as  snow  ;  though  they  be  red 
like  crimson,  they  shall  be  as  wool " 

(Isa.  I.  18). 

/  will  come  to  Christ  when  I  am  a 
little  better  than  I  am  now. 
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*'  Can  the  Ethiopian  change  his 
skin,  or  the  leopard  his  spots  ?"  (Jer.  13. 23.) 
**  I  came  not  to  call  the  righteous,  but 
sinners  to  repentance  "  (Mark  2.17)- 

But  I  shotild  have  to  make  so  many 
sacrifices  if  I  became  a  Christian^ 
should  I  not  ? 

"  Every  one  that  hath  forsaken 
houses,  or  brethren,  or  sisters,  or 
father,  or  mother,  or  wife,  or  chil- 
dren, or  lands,  for  My  name's  sake, 
shall  receive  an  hundredfold  "  (Matt.  19. 29). 
'*  What  is  a  man  profited,  if  he  shall 
gain  the  whole  world,  and  lose  his 
own  soul  ?  "(Matt.  16. 26). 

Again,  I  do  not  think  I  should  be 
able  to  bear  the  scoffs  of  my  ungodly 
acquaintances. 

"  My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee, 
for  My  strength  is  made  perfect  in 
weakness  "  (2  cor.12. 9). 

If  I  come  to  Him-,  perhaps  I  may 
afterwards  fall  away,  and  be  lost, 

"  I  give  unto  them  eternal  life  ; 
and  they  shall  never  perish,  neither 
shall  any  pluck  them  out  of  My 
hand  "  Oohn  10. 28). 

Well,  then,  I  can  but  believe  that 
Jesus  died  for  me. 

**  These  things  have  I  wTitten,  .  .  . 
that  ye  may  know  that  ye  have 
eternal  life  "  d  John  5. 13). 

It  seems  too  good  to  be  true. 

"  It  is   impossible  for   God  to  lie " 

(Heb.  6.  18). 

He  says,  "In  whom  we  have 
redemption  through  His  blood,  even 
the  forgiveness  of  sins  "  (Coi.  1.  u).  *'  By 
Him  all  that  believe  are  justified  from 
all  things,  from  which  ye  could  not 
be    justified    by    the    law   of   Moses 

(Acts  13.  39). 


245 


ii 


Would  He  do  as 
Much  for  Me  ? " 


WAS  vainly  attempting  to 
inspire  hope  into  a  girl  who 
had  run  away  from  home, 
and  had  been  found  on  the 
streets  half  drunk.  She  was  sober 
now,  but  her  feeling  was  :  "  Nothing 
— nothing  can  do  away  with  the  past." 

I  spoke  to  her  of  what  Jesus  had 
said :  ''  Thy  sins,  which  are  many, 
are  all  forgiven  "  ;  and  "  Neither  do  I 
condemn  thee  ;  go  and  sin  no  more." 
But  they  were  words  thrown  away. 

By-and-by  I  opened  the  door,  and 
saw  outside  one  who  had  been  much 
forgiven,  and  who  loved  much. 

I  beckoned  to  her  and  said,  "  Will 
you  come  in  here,  and  tell  this  poor 
girl  what  Jesus  has  done  for  you  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,"  she  said,  her  face  beam- 
ing with  delight. 

She  began  very  gently,  but  the 
reply  was  :  **  No,  no ;  you've  never 
sinned  like  me ; "  and  her  face  was 
buried  again  in  her  hands. 

But  the  answer  came,  **  Yes,  dear, 
you  could  never  have  led  the  reckless 
life  I  led  for  many  years  on  the  streets 
of  London  ;  but  now,  day  by  day, 
Jesus  Christ  is  taking  out  of  me  the 
appetite  for  all  sin." 

*'  Did  you  drink,  too  ?    I  pawn  all  I 
have,  for  a  drop  of  gin  when  the  crav-»- 
ing  comes  upon  me." 

•'  Yes  ;  I  know  that  too.  For  ten 
years  I  hardly  knew  what  it  was  to  be 
sober  for  a  day.      But,  let  me  tell  you 
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how  Jesus  is  saving  me.  I  came  here 
one  day,  feeling  I  was  lost — lost — lost, 
and  I  gave  my  heart  to  Him,  and  He 
forgave  me.  Like  the  man  full  of  lep- 
rosy, I  said,  '  Lord,  if  Thou  wilt.  Thou 
canst  make  me  clean';  and  He  said, 

*  Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they 
shall  be  white  as  snow.'  Then  I  signed 
the  pledge,  and  went  away.  As  usual 
I  drifted  right  into  the  public-house, 
and  ordered  what  I  was  used  to.  I 
had  the  glass  in  my  hand,  when  the 
words  came  back  again  that  had  been 
said  to  me  here,  '  In  the  moment  of 
temptation,  don't  try  to  resist,  but 
throw  yourself  in  utter  helplessness  on 
the  power  of  Jesus,  and  trust  Hir  Ko 
conquer  for  you.'  At  that  instant  up 
went  my  heart  to  Him  with  such  a  cry, 

•  Lord,  save  me  from  this  ;  I  cannot 
resist  it.'  It  seemed  like  a  miracle. 
Suddenly,  I  had  no  wish  for  it ;  I  put 
down  the  glass  and  went  out.  When 
I  got  home,  one  of  my  old  drinking 
friends  had  been  in,  and  left  a  glass  of 
gin  on  the  table  for  me.  I  put  it  to 
my  lips  ;  but  again  the  memory  of 
those  words  came,  back,  and  I  said,  '  I 
trust  Thee  now,  Lord,  this  moment, 
to  keep  me  from  it.'  Again  I  laid  it 
down,  and  all  inclination  bad  gone. 
I  poured  it  away,  and  now  He  has 
taken  away  all  the  craving  ;  and  al- 
though I'm  surrounded  by  all  the  old 
temptations  and  bad  companions, 
He's  never  let  me  yield,  and  He 
won't." 

The  poor  despairing  girl  had  lifted 
her  head.  *'  Do  you  think  He'd  do 
as  much  for  me  ?  " 

**Yes;  I'm  sure  He  would.  Shall 
we  ask  Him  ?  " 
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The  Sceptic's 

Confession. 


|HE  following  incident  gives  the  ac- 
count of  a  young  man's  conversion 
who  was  a  sceptic  for  years,  but  who 
found  out  the  falseness  of  all  human 
reasoning  before  he  died.  When  he 
was  dying  he  sent  for  me  to  come  and  see  him. 
I  took  the  train  to  the  town  where  he  was  stay- 
ing, and  drove  to  the  house  where  he  lay.  As 
I  gazed  upon  his  face,  I  was  startled  to  see  the- 
ravages  of  disease ;  his  eyes  were  bright,  but 
his  voice  low.    I  sat  by  his  side.     He  told  me — 

"  It  has  been  all  dark  with  me ;  but  it  is 
brighter  now.  I  think  I  see  the  light.  I  found 
out  last  night  that  I  was  a  sinner,  a  vile  sinner." 

Then  the  tears  gathered  in  his  eyes,  but  he 
said — 

"  I  am  not  weeping  for  sorrow,  but  because  I 
have  a  Christian  to  talk  to." 

He  was  overcome  with  emotion,  and  said, 
"  Let  me  rest  a  little." 

Then  looking  at  me,  he  added — 

"  I  want  to  tell  you  about  my  life.  I've  been 
a  sceptic.  I  had  a  good  education,  but  I  got 
to  be  sceptical.  I  began  to  pick  the  Bible  to 
pieces  ;  and  when  a  young  man  begins  to  do 
that,  you  know  that  there  are  many  things  he 
cannot  understand ;  and  I  was  young.  I 
could  not  see  how  Christ  could  be  God.  How 
His  being  taken  by  the  Roman  soldiers,  and 
nailed  upon  a  cross,  was  any  good  to  me.  I 
read  about  Him,  and  I  thought  He  was  a  good 
man ;  and  a  crowd  of  cowards  killed  Him." 
He  paused  a  moment,  then  continued,  "  Now  I 
want  you  to  explain  to  me  fully  and  clearly  all 
about  Christ." 

Lifting  a  silent  prayer  to  God,  I  read  a  few 
verses ;  then  spoke  to  him  of  sin  and  the  ne- 
cessity of  atonement.  "  Without  shedding  of 
blood  is  no  remission."  I  spoke  of  the  spotless 
humanity  of  Christ,  proving  Him  to  be  God. 
I  took  him  from  scene  to  scene  of  the  Saviour's 
life.  We  lingered  by  Gethsemane  together, 
and  went  on  to  Calvary.  I  spoke  of  the  dark- 
ness and  the  desertion  ;  His  being  made  sin  for 
us,  Who  Himself  knew  no  sin;  and  the  Holy 
God  who  could  not  look  upon  sin,  forsaking 
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Christ  because  He  was  made  sin  for  us,  and 
bearing  our  sin.  Then  I  spoke  of  the  resur- 
rection and  ascension  ;  and  of  Christ  in  heaven, 
because  sin  had  been  judged  and  put  away ; 
there — because  God  was  satisfied  with  what  He 
had  done  for  the  sinner.  "As  Moses  Hfted  up 
the  serpent  in  the  wilderness,  even  so  must  the 
Son  of  man  be  lifted  up ;  that  whosoever  be- 
lieveth  in  Him  should  not  perish,  but  have 
eternal  life."  "  For  God  so  loved  the  world, 
that  He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son,  that  who- 
soever believeth  in  Him  should  not  perish,  but 
have  everlasting  life  "  john  3. 16). 

He  whispered,  "  I  see  it  now,  I  believe  it 
too  ;  I  thank  God  I  have  broken  through  the 
barriers  at  last." 

He  had  been  to  God  about  his  sins  before  I 
saw  him,  and  now  he  grasped  the  finished  work 
of  Christ  clearly.  I  knelt  and  thanked  God  for 
His  mercy  to  him,  and  left  him  trusting  in  the 
Saviour.  He  looked  to  Jesus,  and  he  found 
peace  in  gazing  with  believing  eyes  on  the 
Christ  of  God. 


CanyouflllyourNameinwliere 
the  Dotted  Lines  are? 

God  so  loved 

that  He  gave  His  only 
begotten      Son,     that 

when _...... 

believeth  in  Him,  he 
should  not  perish,  but 
have  everlasting  life. 
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TheRemedyforRum. 

01  Years  a  j  During  thirty- 
OL  Drunkard  J  one  years  a 
drunkard  was  sunk  in  all  the  depths 
of  confirmed  debauchery,  despised  by 
others,  and  not  respecting  himself. 
A  broken-hearted  mother  and  sorrow- 
ing wife  were  sent  to  untimely  graves, 
and  his  children's  lives  were  blighted. 
Having  heard  the  story  of  the  cross, 
and  how  Christ  was  watching  and 
waiting  for  him,  he  was  convicted  of 
sin,  and  found,  in  the  precious  blood 
of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  salva- 
tion of  his  body  and  soul,  the  true 
remedy  for  rum. 

None  are  too  far  gone.  None  too 
long  enslaved.  None  too  bad.  None 
too  depraved.  The  salvation  that 
Christ  gives,  goes  down  to  the  lowest 
depths  of  degradation  and  sin.  His 
arm  is  long  enough  and  strong  enough 
to  rescu,e  the  worst  and  vilest  sinner 
that  exists. 

None  so  Deaf  as  those 
that  won't  Hear. 

WHEN  a  man  desires  to  slerp,  he 
closes  his  eyes  to  the  light,  and 
seeks  to  remove  himself  from  all 
noise;  so,  when  a  man  desires  to 
continue  living  in  sin,  he  closes  his 
eyes  to  the  light  of  God's  truth,  shuts 
his  ears  to  the  least  sound  of  the 
gospel  trumpet,  and  deadens  his 
conscience  against  the  least  awakening 
to  anxiety  as  to  his  soul's  condition. 
Satan  would  help  him  in  this,  and 
draw  the  curtain  of  darkness  securely 
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around  him,  lest  the  light  of  God's 
truth  should  shine  into  his  heart,  and 
scatter  the  darkness  and  deadness 
therein.  How  much  pains  men  and 
women  take  to  shut  out  Christ ;  one 
would  think,  to  hear  and  see  them, 
that  He  was  a  thief  and  a  robber, 
instead  of  a  loving  Saviour  knocking, 
knocking  at  the  soul,  longing  to  bring 
in  rich  blessings  to  a  poor,  lost, 
starving,  benighted  one,  and  to  give 
life  eternal. 

^^^oc — 

Settled  for  Even 

THANK  God  !— that  is  a  relief," 
said  a  man,  as  his  friend  finished 
paying  a  bill  for  him.  "  It  has  laid 
on  my  mind  for  many  a  year,  and 
cost  me  many  a  sleepless  night.  Yes, 
I  do  indeed  feel  it  a  relief;  I  shall 
sleep  sound  to-night." 

It  is  indeed  a  relief  to  feel  one's 
debts  are  paid,  that  no  one  has  a 
claim  against  us,  no  fear  of  unwelcome 
visitors  coming  at  awkward  times,  to 
make  demands  which  it  is  impossible 
to  meet.  A  friend  who  will  pay  our 
debts  is  a  friend  indeed,  whom  we 
cannot  too  highly  value. 

How  much  more  precious  is  that 
friend,  Jesus,  the  Saviour, — who  is 
waiting  to  pay  our  debt  of  sin,  and 
settle  it  once  and  for  ever.  Those 
who  have  gone  to  Him  with  their 
burden  of  guilt,  have  found  it  removed, 
and  been  able  to  say.  The  Lord  Jesus 
is  able  and  willing  to  pay  your  debt, 
as  He  has  paid  the  debts  of  thousands. 
The  question  is  not  one  of  amount,  nor 
of  how  the  debt  was  contracted,  but 
only  to  let  Him  pay  it. 
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"I    CAN    GO    IN 
WITH  THEM." 


I  HAVE  read,  said  Mr. 
Spurge  on,  of  one  who 
dreamed  a  dream,  when 
in  great  distress  of  mind 
about  religion.  He  thought 
he  stood  in  the  outer  court  of 
heaven,  and  he  saw  a  glorious 
host  marching  up,  singing 
sweet  hymns,  and  bearing  the 
banners  of  victory.  They 
passed  by  him  through  the 
gate,  and  he  heard  in  the  dis- 
tance sweet  strains  of  music. 

"Who  are  theyp^'  he  asked. 

"They  are  the  goodly  fel- 
lowship of  the  Prophets,  who 
have  gone  to  be  with  God.'' 

He  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  as 
he  said,  "  Alas !  I  am  not  one 
of  them,  and  never  shall  be, 
and  I  cannot  enter  there." 

By  -  and  -  by  there  came 
another  band,  equally  lovely 
in  appearance,  and  equally 
triumphant,  robed  in  white. 
They  passed  within  the 
portals,  and  again  were 
shouts  of  welcome  heard. 

"Who  are  they P'' 

"They  are  the  goodly  fel- 
lowship of  the  Apostles/' 

"Alas!"  he  said,  " I  belong 
not  to  that  fellowship,  and  I 
cannot  enter  there." 


He  still  waited  and  lingered, 
in  the  hope  that  he  might  yet 
go  in ;  but  the  next  multitude 
did  not  encourage  him,  for 
they  were  the  noble  army  of 
Martyrs.  He  could  not  go 
with  them,  nor  wave  their 
palm  branches.  He  waited 
still,  and  saw  that  the  next 
was  a  company  of  godly 
ministers  and  officers  of 
Christian  Churches;  but  he 
could  not  go  with  them. 

At  last,  as  he  walked,  he 
saw  a  larger  host  than  all  the 
rest  put  together,  marching 
and  singing  most  melodious- 
ly, and  in  front  walked  the 
woman  that  was  a  sinner, 
and  the  thief  that  died  upon 
the  cross.  He  looked  long, 
and  saw  there  Manasseh, 
and  the  like ;  and  when  they 
entered,  he  could  see  who 
they  were,  and  he  thought, 
"There  will  be  no  shout- 
ing about  them."  But  to  his 
astonishment,  it  seemed  as 
if  all  heaven  was  rent  with 
sevenfold  shouts  as  they 
passed  in.  And  the  angels 
said  to  him,  "  These  are  they 
that  were  mighty  sinners, 
saved  by  mighty  grace." 

And  then  he  said,  "Blessed 
be  God!  /  can  go  In  with  them." 

And  so  he  awoke.  A  dream, 
but  never  to  be  forgotten. 
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NOTHING  to  PAY, 

TO  DO,  OR  TO  FEAR. 

NOTHINQ  to  pay?— no,  not  a  whit: 
Nothing  to  do  ? — no,  not  a  bit : 
All  that  was  needed  to  do  or  to  pay, 
Jesus  has  done  in  His  own  blessed  way. 

Nothing  to  do  ? — no,  not  a  stroke  : 
Gone  is  the  captor,  gone  is  the  yoke : 
Jesus  at  Calvary  severed  the  chain, 
And  none  can  imprison  His  free-man 

again. 
Nothing  to  settle? — all  has  been  paid; 
Nothing  of   anger? — peace  has  been 

made : 
Jesus  alone  is  the  sinner's  resource, 
Peace  He  has  made  by  the  blood  of 

His  cross. 

What  about  judgment  ? — I'm  thank- 
ful to  say 

Jesus  has  met  it  and  borne  it  away : 

Drank  it  all  up  when  He  hung  on  the 
tree. 

Leaving  a  cup  full  of  blessing  for  me. 

What  about  terror  ? — it  hasn't  a  place 
In  a  heart  that  is  filled  with  a  sense  of 

His  grace  :  [cloy. 

My  peace  is  divine,  and  it  never  can 
And  that  makes  my  heart  over -bubble 

with  joy. 

Nothing  of  guilt  ? — no,  not  a  stain,    . 
How  could  the  blood  let  any  remain  ? 
My   conscience   is    purged,    and    my 
spirit  is  free —  [me. 

Precious  that  blood  is  to  God  and  to 

What  of  the  law? — ah,  there  I  rejoice. 
Christ  answered  its  claims  and  silenced 

its  voice  : 
The  law  was  fulfilled  when  the  work 

was  all  done,  [one. 

And  it  never  can  speak  to  a  justified 
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What  about  death? — it  hasn't  a  sting; 
The   grave  to  a  Christian  no  terror 

can  bring, 
For  death  has   been   conquered,  the 

grave  has  been  spoiled, 
And  every  foeman  and  enemy  foiled. 

Nothing  to  pay  ? — no,  thanks  be  to  God, 
The  matter  is  settled,  the  price  was 

THE  BLOOD, 
The  blood  of   the  victim,  a   ransom 

divine —  [be  thine. 

Believe  it.  poor  sinner,  and  peace  shall 

ESSENTIALS. 

P  K  A  YER- reading  the 
Bible— reformation— all 
are  essential  as  a  proof  of 
life  in  the  soul ;  but,  they  are 
positive  stumbling-blocks 
if  rested  in,  as  a  means 
of  earning  salvation.  For 
"He  that  belieyeth  hath 
everlasting  life."  ''Verily, 
verily,!  say  unto  you  (mark 
these  three  steps),  he  that 
HEAKETH  My  word,  and  be- 
LiEVETH  on  Him  that  sent 
Me,  HATH  everlasting  life" 
(Jo. 5-4).  Hearing.  Believing. 
Having.  How  simple !  Have 
you  heard? — and  believed? 
then  God  says  you  have 
''everlasting  life." 
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Choice  Sayings." 


EATH  is  nature's  inheritance. 
Life  is  God's  gift. 

A  sinner  can  only  have 
eternal  life  as  a  "  free  gift  " 
from  God.  Thousands  refuse  it  thus, 
because  they  are  too  proud  to  be  saved 
on  God's  terms  of  free  grace — un- 
merited favour. 

Unbelief  says,  "  I  will  not  receive 
Christ  as  a  gift  from  God."  Faith, 
on  the  contrary,  says,  "My  pinching 
poverty  makes  me  glad  of  such  an  all- 
sufficient  Saviour." 

•  No  cup  of  poison  so  deadly  as  that 
mingled  cup  of  law  and  grace,  that  is 
of  works  and  faith,  instead  of  the 
Gospel  of  the  grace  of  God.  To  seek 
healing  of  soul  from  works,  instead 
of  from  the  blood  of  Christ,  is  taking 
poison  to  cure  disease. 

It  is  amongst  the  highest  provoca- 
tions the  sinner  can  be  guilty  of 
against  God,  when,  without  the  blood 
of  Christ  sprinkled  on  his  conscience, 
he,  in  will-worship,  calls  God  his 
Father. 

Under  the  law  they  laboured  first 
and  rested  after  (ex.  20.  s-n) :  but  under  the 
Gospel  we  rest  first  (by  Faith  in  Jesus), 
and  then  work. 

The  man  who  worships  God  with- 
out the  new  birth  is  a  mocker,  not  a 
worshipper. 

All  the  religion  of  the  natural  man 
turns  the  Bible  upside  down  :  it  begins 
with  works,  and  then  leads  men  to 
hope  for  mercy.  Whereas  the  Bible 
begins  with  the  pardon,  and  then  en- 
joins obedience. 
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If  you  be  not  converted  to  God,  you 
have  not  to  be  doing  good  works,  but 
to  learn  that  you  can  do  none,  and 
that  you  are  to  come  empty-handed  to 
receive  God's  gift  of  eternal  life. 

The  first  sign  of  spiritual  life  in  the 
soul  is  generally  the  cry  of  distress 
from  the  sight  of  sin.  The  natural 
man  may  dread  the  punishment  of  sin, 
but  its  uncleanness  he  cannot  feel. 

It  was  the  imputation  of  our  sins  to 
Christ  on  the  Cross,  that  hid  from  Him 
the  face  of  God  the  Father,  when  He 
cried,  "  Why  hast  Thou  forsaken  Me?" 

To  judge  by  the  number  of  creeds 
in  the  world,  its  religions  are  many  ; 
yet  there  are  but  two  :  man's  religion 
and  God's.  The  former  ever  builds 
on  the  righteousness  of  the  flesh,  the 
latter  on  the  Rock,  Christ.  Would  that 
the  saints  of  God  tried  themselves  by 
this  test :  "  How  much  do  I  believe  ?" 
instead  of  "  How  much  do  I  know  ?  " 

A  steadfast  purpose  to  trust  God, 
when  He  seems  to  unbelief  to  be 
breaking  promises,  betokens  a  growth 
in  faith,  "  Though  He  slay  me,  yet 
will  I  trust  in  Him." 

God  often  encourages  the  weak  in 
faith  by  giving  speedy  answers  to 
prayer ;  but  the  strong  in  faith  will  be 
tested  by  God's  delays. 

The  prayer  of  self-will  may  get  its 
answer,  as  did  that  of  the  Israelites  : 
"  He  gave  them  their  request,  but 
sent  leanness  into  their  souls." 

God  speaks  to  you  when  reading 
His  Word, — and  you  speak  to  God  in 
prayer. 

Satan  has  ten  thousand  devices  for 
drawing  us  away  from  the  Scriptures. 
This  done,  we  are  in  his  net. 
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The  Amended  Will. 


FEW  days  ago,  I  was  asked 
to  dine  with  an  elderly  gentle- 
man, over  whose  head  seventy 
summers  had  passed.  He 
had  been  known  as  a  Christian  for 
many  years,  but  as  we  often  find,  had 
allowed  his  ideas  of  humility  to  hinder 
the  joy  of  ''full  assurance."  At  the 
same  time,  his  self-denying  labours  of 
love,  and  close  following  in  the  foot- 
steps of  the  Divine  Master,  would 
shame  many  advanced  believers. 

As  he  sat  in  his  armchair  in  the 
course  of  the  evening,  he  said,  **  I  am 
going  to  the  Continent  to-morrow,  and 
as  we  never  know  what  a  day  may 
bring  forth,  especially  at  my  time  of 
life,  I  have  written  out  a  few  directions 
as  to  the  disposal  of  my  property,  and 
wish  you  to  append  your  name  as 
having  witnessed  my  signature." 

He  then  read  the  will  over  to  me, 
and  I  was  particularly  struck  with  the 
concise  way  in  which  he  had  given 
expression  to  his  wishes.  There  was 
nothing  superfluous  or  vague,  and 
nothing  omitted.  With  the  following 
words  he  concluded  :  ''  I  wish  to  testify 
that  I  die  trusting  in  the  merits  of  my 
Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  and 
hope  I  am  accepted  for  His  sake." 

I  said,  *'  You  have  stated  everything 
so  clearly,  may  I  ask  why  you  add,  '  I 
hope  I  am  accepted '  '^  The  Word  of 
God  tells  us  that  He  hath  made  us 
accepted  in  the  Beloved;'  and  again 
'  We  know  (not  hope)  that  if  our 
earthly  house  of  this  tabernacle  were 
dissolved,  we  have  a  building  of  God, 
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an  house .  .  .  eternal  in  the  heavens 

(2  Cor.  5.  t). 

"  Well,"  said  he,  "  it  is  one  thing  for 
Paul  to  speak  thus,  and  another  for  me. 
I  have  no  sympathy  with  those  who 
are  presumptuous  enough  to  speak 
so  confidently  about  their  salvation. 
They  must  be  sadly  wanting  in 
humility."  "  Friend,"  I  replied,  "  if  it 
be  presumption,  has  not  God  endorsed 
it.'^  Did  not  Christ  say,  'He  that 
heareth  My  Word,  and  believeth  on 
Him  that  sent  Me,  hath  everlasting 
life,  and  shall  not  come  into  con- 
demnation, but  is  passed  from  death 
unto  life  '  ^  (John  s.  24).  You  say  you  trust 
in  the  merit  and  work  of  Christ,  and 
Him  alone." 

*'  I  do,"  he  added,  "  firmly  believing 
that  when  He  said,  '  It  is  finished,' 
the  work  was  fully  done,  and  nothing 
can  be  added  to  it." 

*'  Or  taken  away  ?"  I  inquired. 

"  I  see,"  he  replied,  "  you  do  not 
believe  in  the  final  perseverance  of 
the  saints." 

*' I  believe  rather,"  said  I,  "in  the 
final  perseverance  of  God  to  guard 
and  keep  His  saints  unto  the  end.  If 
it  depended  upon  the  holiest  saint  of 
God  to  keep  himself,  it  would  be  a 
sorry  affair.  He  could  not  stand  for 
half-an-hour.  It  is  the  perseverance 
of  the  Father  in  drawing  all  to  Jesus, 
— the  perseverance  of  the  Son  and 
the  Holy  Ghost  in  keeping  them.  Is 
not  this  a  firm  basis  on  which  to  rest  ?  " 

"  It  is  indeed  a  sure  foundation,"  he 
exclaimed.  **  I  see,  I  see  my  mistake. 
It  is  far  more  presumptuous  to  doubt 
God,  than  to  take  Him  at  His  Word;" 
and  he  struck  out  the  word  *'  hope," 
and  inserted  **know." 
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"IsFatheronDeck? 


99 


YEARS  ago,  Captain  D — 
commanded  a  vessel 
sailing  from  Liverpool 
to  New  York,  and  on  one 
voyage  he  had  all  his  family 
with  him  on  board.  One 
night,  when  all  were  asleep, 
there  arose  a  sudden  squall, 
which  came  sweeping  over 
the  waters  until  it  struck  the 
vessel,  and  threw  her  almost 
on  her  side,  tumbling  and 
crashing  everything  that  was 
movable,  and  awaking  the 
passengers  to  a  conscious- 
ness that  they  were  in  immi- 
nent peril. 

Every  one  on  board  was 
alarmed;  and  some  sprang 
from  their  berths  and  began 
to  dress. 

Captain  D had  a  little 

girl  on  board,  just  eight 
years  old,  who,  of  course, 
awoke  with  the  rest. 

"  What's  the  matter  P  " 
cried  the  frightened  child. 

They  told  her  a  squall  had 
struck  the  ship. 

*'  Is  father  on  deck  P  "  said 
she. 

''Yes,  father's  on  deck." 

The  little  thing  dropped 
herself  on  her  pillow  again 
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without  a  fear,  and  in  a  few 
moments  was  fast  asleep,  in 
spite  of  winds  or  waves. 

Child  of  God,  shame  to 
your  doubts  and  fears,— is 
not  our  Father  on  deck  ? 
Remember  this  when  the  next 
squall  strikes  your  barque: 
"  I  will  never  leave  thee,  nor 
forsake  thee." 


Perfection  #  Power. 

No  honour  like  a  relation 
to  Christ ;  no  riches  like 
the  graces  of  Christ;  no 
learning  like  the  knowledge 
of  Christ ;  and  no  persons 
like  the  servants  of  Christ. 
Think  not  the  worse  of  Him 
for  His  manger  or  His  cross. 
As  He  ceaseth  not  to  be 
MAN  in  His  highest  estate, 
so  He  was  GOD  in  His 
lowest.  His  words  were 
oracles,  His  works,  miracles. 
His  life  was  a  pattern;  His 
death  a  sacrifice  ;  His  resur- 
rection triumphant ;  His 
coming  again  will  be  mag- 
nificent. All  the  angels  in 
heaven  adore  Him;  all  the 
devils  in  hell  fear  Him  ;  all 
the  redeemed  have  been 
saved  by  Him;  all  the  lost 
shall  be  judged  by  Him. 
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Not  Popular  Below. 

AT  one  of  the  large  railway 
stations  in  New  York, 
there  is  often  to  be  seen  quite  a 
crowd  of  passengers  at  the  small 
gate  leading  from  the  large  wait- 
ing hall  on  to  the  platform.  In 
winter,  some  of  the  passengers, 
after  they  have  procured  their 
tickets  at  the  booking-office, 
without  thinking,  stow  them 
away  safely  in  their  pocket- 
books,  or  the  inside  pockets  of 
their  large  coats,  forgetting  that 
when  the  time  for  going  out  to 
the  train  comes,  they  will  each 
have  to  show  his  or  her  ticket  at 
the  iron  gate. 

The  scene  here  is  often  almost 
a  painful  one.  With  hands  full 
of  small  travelling  bags  and 
wraps,  each  one  almost,  on  being 
told  they  must  show  their  ticket, 
tries  to  persuade  the  Inspector 
that  it  is  all  right  —  they  have 
their  ticket,  but  they  have 
stowed  it  away  underneath.  The 
repeated  request  that  they  must 
show  them,  draws  forth  an  ex- 
planation of  how  great  a  cost  of 
time  and  inconvenience  it  would 
incur  to  do  so,  which,  as  the  In- 
spector, of  course,  never  yields, 
too  often  ends  in  some  hard  and 
abusive  language  being  poured 
out  upon  him. 

One  day,  a  passenger  remarked 
to  the  inspector,  after  he  had 
finished  his  onerous  duties,  *'You 
seem  to  be  anything  but  popular 
with  the  crowd."     "  I  care  little 
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for  that,"  said  he,  and  turning 
his  eyes  up  to  some  windows, 
which  looked  down  into  the 
waiting-hall,  from  the  General 
Manager's  room  above,  he  added 
"  all  I  care  about  is  to  be  popular 
up  there." 

A  lesson  for  every  Christian — 
needs  no  application.  The 
Master's  "  Well  done  "  is  worth 
more  than  any  suffering  below, 
is  it  not  ? 


A  Bad  Shilling. 

TWO  Bank  tellers  were 
once  talking  together  as  to 
whether  a  shilling  in  the  hand 
of  one  of  them  was  good  or  bad. 
After  careful  examination,  feel- 
ing, weighing,  testing  with  acid, 
both  were  alike  uncertain.  It 
certainly,  if  bad,  was  a  first-rate 
imitation,  and  no  doubt  had 
passed  through  many  a  trans- 
action as  good.  Comparing  it 
with  another,  the  two  shillings 
lay  together ;  same  colour,  size. 
Queen's  head,  milling — all  so 
similar.  A  final  test  was  now 
proposed,  a  final  judgment — the 
fire.  An  office  poker  was  heated 
red-hot,  the  questioned  coin  was 
laid  upon  it — when,  lo  !  it  fled 
like  water.  It  was  false  !  The 
real  one  stood  the  same  test  un- 
scathed. 

Real  or  false — the  fire  of  God's 
judgment  will  bring  all  out ! 


IT  IS  SO  DARK. 


THERE  come  seasons  of 
darkness  in  all  our  lives 
— times  when  there  is 
neither  sun,  nor  moon,  nor 
stars  in  the  sky,  and  we 
stand  still  in  fear,  or  grope, 
trembling. 

A  few  years  ago  there  fell 
upon  my  life  one  of  these 
seasons,  in  which  I  could 
see  neither  to  the  right  nor 
the  left.  A  terror  of  dark- 
ness was  upon  me. 

One  night  I  lay  awake, 
thinking,  thinking,  until  my 
brain  grew  wild  w^ith  un- 
certainty. I  could  not  see 
a  step  in  advance,  and  feared 
to  move  onward,  lest  w^ith 
the  next  footfall,  I  should 
plunge  into  hopeless  ruin. 
Very  strongly  was  I  tempted 
to  turn  aside  from  the  way 
in  which  I  was  going— a  w^ay 
reason  and  conscience  ap- 
proved as  right :  but  some- 
thing held  me  back.  Again 
and  again  I  took  up  and 
considered  the  difficulties 
of  my  situation,  looking  to 
the  right  hand  and  the  left 
for  ways  of  extrication  ;  in- 
clining now  to  go  in  this 
direction,  and  now  in  that  ; 
yet  always  held  away  from 
resolve  by  inner  convictions 
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of  right  and  duty,  that  gre^A^ 
clear  at  the  moment  when  I 
was  ready  to  give  up  my 
hold  on  integrity.  So  the 
hours  w^ent,  heavy-footed, 
until  past  midnight. 

My  little  daughter  was 
sleeping  in  the  crib  beside 
my  bed.  But  now^  she  be- 
gan to  move  uneasily,  per- 
haps with  troubled  dreams 
—presently  her  timid  voice 
broke  faintly  :— 

''  Papa !  "  she  called. 

''What  is  it,  darling?"  I 
asked. 

"  O  papa,  it  is  dark !  Take 
Nellie's  hand!'' 

I  reached  out  my  hand 
and  took  her  tiny  one  in 
my  own,  clasping  it  firmly. 

A  sigh  of  relief  came  up 
from  her  little  heart.  All 
her  loneliness  and  fear 
were  gone,  and  in  a  few^ 
moments  she  was  sound 
asleep  again. 

"O  my  Father  in  Heaven!" 
I  cried,  in  a  sudden,  almost 
wild,  outburst  of  feeling. 
"  It  is  dark— it  is  dark— very 
dark.    Take  my  hand  !  " 

A  great  peace  fell  upon  me. 
The  terror  of  darkness  was 
gone.  "  Keep  hold  of  my 
hand,  O  my  Father !  "  I 
prayed  fervently;  ''and  even 
though  I  should  be  called  to 
walk  through  the  valley 
and  the  shadow  of  death,  I 
will  fear  no  evil.  Let  not 
my  feet  wander  to  the  right 
nor  to  the  left." 
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Conversations  with  Christ. 

p^w5^|F  I  were  asked  what  is  the 
^1^  thing  which  the  devil,  and 
<^^i^  the  world,  and  the  flesh  try 
'^'  ^  ^  hardest  to  prevent  Chris- 
tians from  getting,  I  should  reply, 
"  Conversations  with  Christ."  I  say 
this  from  my  own  experience,  and 
from  observation  of  all  the  Christians 
I  have  ever  known.  A  quiet,  un- 
hurried speaking  to  Jesus  alone,  and 
hearing  His  replies — this  is  what 
every  Christian  needs  every  day,  and 
what  many  get  only  once  a  month — 
or  more  seldom  still — or  never. 

If  you  are  a  Christian  do  stop  and 
answer  this  question  before  you  read 

on.  When  did  I  last  so  talk  with  Christ? 
^  ^  *  Ik  * 

It  is  so  easy  to  go  to  services,  and 
to  listen  to  prayers,  and  to  join  in 
them.  It  is  so  easy  to  sing  to  Him, 
or  to  pray  to  Him  with  others,  or  to 
think  that  we  are  doing  so  because 
we  "feel  refreshed"  by  it.  But  what 
if  it  should  turn  out  that  we  were 
really  only  talking  or  singing  for 
other  people  and  ourselves,  to  hear? 
Communion  services  are  not  neces- 
sarily conversations  with  Christ ;  nor 
is  preaching,  or  teaching,  or  working 
for  Him.  You  may  be  a  most  re- 
ligious person — busy  all  day  long 
about  God's  matters ;  you  may  give 
time,  money,  and  thought  to  Him, 
and  yet  never  converse  with  Him. 
And  the  danger  is,  that  if  you  do  not 
converse  with  Him  alone  for  some 
time,  each  day,  you  will  certainly  get 
thoroughly  wrong,  and  that  when  you 
and  He  meet,  you  will  see  all  your 
work   crumble    away,    and    suddenly 
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wake  up  to  the  fact  that  you  and 
your  Saviour  are  strangers.  It  will 
be  a  horrible  surprise  to  you. 

He  meant  that  you  should  have 
talked  to  Him  continually  about 
everything  you  did.  But  instead  of 
that,  you  talked  only  to  men  and 
women,  and  made  shift  with  their 
sympathy,  advice,  and  help.  He 
meant  you  to  have  asked  His  counsel 
about  that  money  trouble.  He  would 
have  arranged  it  all ;  but  you  only 
asked  your  lawyer,  and  it  turned  out 
badly.  He  meant  you  to  have  told 
Him  your  anxieties  about  your  son, 
and  He  would  have  ended  them;  but 
you  only  consulted  your  friend,  and 
matters  got  worse  and  worse.  He 
meant  you  to  have  asked  Him  for  light 
about  that  doctrine  which  you  could 
not  understand ;  but  you  went  to 
books  to  get  it  explained,  and  you 
became  more  uncertain  than  before ; 
He  would  have  satisfied  you.  He 
meant  you  to  have  confessed  to  Him 
that  secret  sin,  and  He  would  have 
forgiven  you  and  cleansed  you ;  but 
you  confessed  it  to  your  clergyman 
or  minister,  and  it  torments  you  to 
this  hour.  He  meant  you  to  have 
asked  Him  how  much  money  you 
were  to  give  away;  but  you  settled 
that  yourself,  and  settled  it  wrong. 
He  would  have  been  your  counsellor 
about  the  profession  you  chose,  the 
situation  you  accepted,  the  servant 
you  engaged,  the  books  you  read, 
the  friendships  you  formed ;  but  you 
chose  other  counsellors,  and  all  has 
been  failure. 

Take  Christ  now  as  your  personal 
friend  and  counsellor,  and  daily  con- 
verse with  Him. 
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Where  to  Beg. 

W  WO  beggars  met  one  day,  and 
vl  thus  they  talked,  as  they  rested 
on  the  roadside  : — 

''  Ours  is  but  a  poor  trade  ;  I  am 
getting  very  tired  of  it,"  said  one. 

"Are  you?  Well,  it  is  not  so 
with  me  ;  I  find  it  is  a  prosperous 
business,  and  like  it  better  every  day," 
said  the  other. 

"  Strange  enough  that,"  was  the 
answer:  "there  are  so  many  things 
against  us  ;  first  of  all,  one  dares  not 
go  to  the  same  person  too  often." 

"  That's  not  my  experience,"  said 
the  other.  "  I  find  that,  the  oftener  I 
go,  the  more  readily  I  am  heard." 

"  You  don't  say  so !  "  exclaimed  his 
companion.  "  I  get  turned  away  with, 
'  Saucy  fellow  ! '  or  some  such  name, 
and  am  told  to  take  my  tale  elsewhere. 
As  to  money  or  bread,  I  may  knock 
pretty  often  before  I  get  a  sight  of  it." 

"  Now  I  can  truly  say,"  said  his 
companion,  "that  if  I  don't  get  what 
I  ask  for,  I  have  something  better. 

"  A  lucky  fellow  you  are ;  and  in 
these  times,  too,  when  people  shake 
their  heads,  and  declare  they  have 
need  to  go  begging  themselves." 

"  Ah,  that  I  am  never  told.  I  go 
where  riches  abound,  and  where  there 
is  enough,  and  wore  than  enough,  for 
all  that  ask." 

"  If  I  put  on  a  doleful  face,  they 
call  me  hypocrite  ;  if  I  put  on  a  merry 
air,  they  say  I  am  not  in  want." 

"  When  I  am  in  trouble,  I- get  pity  : 
when  I  am  full  of  praise  and  joy,  I 
get  more  abundant  blessing." 

"  Wonderful  !  wonderful  !  They 
grow  tired  of  my  story,  I  find,  before 


they  have  half  heard  it,  and  suspect 
it  is  false." 

•'How  contrary  my  case  !  I  cannot 
tell  my  sorrows  and  wants  too  often  : 
I  am  told  to  come  with  every  one  of 
them  ;  and,  strange  to  say,  so  deep  is 
the  interest  in  my  behalf,  that  what  I 
have  to  tell  is  better  known  where  I 
beg,  than  I  know  it  myself." 

"  Why,  what  house  do  you  beg  at  ?" 
asked  the  astonished  beggar. 

''At  the  gate  of  heaven,"  said  his 
companion.      "  Where  do  you  beg  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  beg  of  the  world,"  said  he. 

"  Then  no  wonder  you  are  tired  of 
your  trade.  Come  and  try  my  gate. 
If  you  make  your  stand  at  that,  you 
will  never  be  disappointed,  never  get 
an  angry  or  unkind  word,  and  never, 
never  be  turned  empty  away." 


Satan  and  Martin  Luther. 

MARTIN  LUTHER  once  had  a  remarkable 
dream.  He  dreamt  that  Satan  approached 
him  with  a  scroll,  broad  and  long,  and  closely 
written,  which  he  proceeded  to  unroll  before 
the  Reformer's  eyes,  and  bade  him  read  therein. 
Luther  did  so,  and  perceived  that  it  contained 
the  record  of  his  sijis.  In  vain  he  sought  to 
find  one  sin  recorded  there  of  which  he  had 
not  been  guilty  ;  so  far  from  doing  so,  it  rather 
brought  back  the  recollection  of  many  a  long- 
forgotten  one.  When  he  had  thoroughly 
scanned  the  scroll,  he  asked  of  Satan,  "  Is  that 
all  my  sins?"  "  Nay,"  replied  Satan.  "Then 
let  me,"  said  Luther,  "  see  them  «//."  And 
Satan  departed,  and  shortly  returned  with  an- 
other scroll  equally  broad  and  long ;  and  again 
Luther  scanned  the  damning  evidence  of  his 
guilt.  Satisfied  at  length  with  the  correctness 
of  the  record,  he  again  asked  of  Satan,  "  And 
is  that  all  ?  "  "  Yea,"  replied  Satan,  "  it  is  all." 
"  Then,"  said  Luther,  "  take  thy  pen,  and  write 
in  red  across  the  scrolls,  '  The  blood  of 
Jesus  Christ,  God's  Son,  cleanseth  me  from  ail 
sin.'"  Reader,  can  you  thank  God  for  the 
blood  ? 


Letter  to  Mr.  BradlaugL 

^ 

George  Sillwood  was  a  resi- 
dent of  Keswick  in  Cumberland. 
For  many  years  he  was  on  a 
bed  of  suffering  and  pain,  which 
during  his  latter  years  was  in- 
tense. God  proved  him  like 
Job,  but  his  testimony  to  His 
love,  through  it  all,  was  wonder- 
ful. Mr.  Bradlaugh,  who,  we 
all  know,  denied  the  existence 
of  a  God,  much  more  of  a 
Saviour,  sent  Sillwood  a  tract, 
entitled  "  Who  was  Jesus  ? " 
thinking  to  put  his  faith  to 
the  test.  The  suffering  child  of 
God  bore  the  test,  and  still 
blessed  his  Redeemer  in  the 
following  weighty  words  he  sent 
to  Mr.  Bradlaugh. 

Keswick,  October  llth,  1880. 

Dear  Sir, — 

Some  time   ago  you  sent  me  a 
tract,  entitled  "  Who  was  Jesus  ?  " 

I  have  not  the  strength,  either  physi- 
cal or  mental,  to  reply  to  the  objections 
brought  forward  in  that  tract  against  the 
religion  of  Jesus,  or  even  to  answer  tlie 
question  as  to  "  Who  He  was  "  ;  but  I 
thought  I  should  like  just  to  tell  you 
what  Jesus  is  to  me  now,  as  I  lie  on  my 
sick  bed. 

I  find  Him  able  to  sustain  and  comfort, 
and  uphold  and  keep  me,  in  the  midst  of 
suffering  and  agony,  that  without  Him 
would  be  unendurable. 

Through  nights  of  sleeplessness  and 
days   of   pain,  He   is  ever  with  me,  my 
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loving  PRESENT  Saviour,  "  the  friend  that 
sticketh  closer  than  a  brother."  So  near, 
so  precious,  that,  in  that  which  would  be 
otherwise  darkness — not  knowing  what  is 
the  end  of  this  sickness — I  can  trust  Him 
and  rejoice,  knowing  that  He  who  has 
died  for  me  will  do  all  things  well ;  and 
that  whether  in  life  or  in  death,  He  will 
never  leave  me  nor  forsake  me.  His 
Presence,  His  Love,  Himself,  are  no  myths 
to  me  now,  but  living  realities. 

I  have  found  Him  to  be  what  He  says 
He  is,  in  days  of  health  and  activity;  and 
now  in  sickness  and  in  helplessness,  I  am 
proving  more  than  ever,  His  reality. 

May  I  ask  you  one  question  in  reply  to 
yours  ?  Have  you  ever  been  in  my 
condition,  with  but  a  step  between  you 
and  eternity  ?  If  so,  did  you  find  in  your 
system  that  comfort,  that  joy  and  rest, 
which  I  am  finding  now  in  Jesus  ? 

If  you  were  lying  here  in  my  place, 
would  you  glory  in  your  system,  as  I  can 
in  my  Saviour? 

You  want  me  to  give  up  that  which  is 
the  life  of  my  life,  the  light  of  my  dark- 
ness, the  joy  of  my  sorrow.  But  what  do 
you  propose  to  give  me  in  the  place  of  it  ? 
Could  you  honestly  recommend  me  now, 
to  exchange  my  faith  for  your  unbelief, 
to  give  up  my  positive  assurance  for 
your  doubt  and  uncertainty  ? 

I  cannot  tell  you  even,  what  I  find 
Jesus  to  be  to  me,  words  cannot  express  it, 
and  none  can  understand  it,  except  those 
who  know  Him  as  their  own  personal 
Friend  ;  only  I  find  that  my  system, 
which  is  Jesus,  can  bear  the  test  of  pain 
and  sorrow  and  disappointment,  that  even 
the  near  approach  of  death  only  seems  to 
intensify,  both  in  its  reality  and  its 
preciousness. 

Can  you  say  as  much  for  yours  ? 
Your  sincere  well-wisher, 

GEOHaE    SILLWOOD. 
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Faithful  unto  Death. 


HEN  the  Emperor  Licinivis 
was  persecuting  the  Chris- 
tians in  Armenia,  the 
Thundering  Legion  was  stationed 
at  Sebaste.  Forty  men  in  that 
Legion  declared  themselves 
Christians,  and  were  sentenced 
to  be  exposed  naked  all  night 
on  a  frozen  pool — for  it  was 
winter,  and  bitterly  cold.  In  a 
house  on  the  edge  of  the  pool  a 
large  fire  was  kindled,  and  food 
and  wine  and  a  warm  bath  were 
prepared  under  the  charge  of 
Sempronius,  a  centurion,  and  a 
guard  of  soldiers  ;  and  it  was 
announced  to  the  forty,  that  if 
any  of  them  left  the  pool  and 
entered  the  house,  they  would 
be  considered  to  have  denied 
Christ.  So  night  came  on,  and 
the  keen  wind  from  Mount 
Caucasus  made  the  citizens  close 
their  windows  and  doors  more 
tightly,  and  heap  up  the  fuel  on 
their  hearths.  And  on  the 
frozen  pool  were  the  forty  war- 
riors, some  standing  lost  in 
prayer,  some  walking  quickly  to 
and  fro,  some  already  sleeping 
that  sleep  which  only  ends  in 
death.  And  ever  and  again,  as 
the  hours  went  slowly  by,  they 
prayed  :  "  0  Lord,  forty  wrestlers 
have  come  forth  to  fight  for  Thee  ; 
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grant  that  forty  wrestlers  may 
receive  the  crown  of  victory!'  And 
now,  as  the  cold  grew  more 
intense,  one  of  the  forty  could 
endure  no  longer,  and  he  left  the 
pool  and  came  to  the  house 
where  Sempronius  and  his  men 
were  keeping  guard.  But  still 
the  martyrs'  prayer  went  up  to 
heaven  :  '*  0  God,  forty  wrestlers 
have  come  forth  to  fight  for  Thee  ; 
grant  that  forty  wrestlers  may 
receive  the  crown  of  victory!'  And 
the  prayer  was  answered.  Sem- 
pronius, the  centurion,  was 
touched  by  his  comrades'  bravery. 
He  declared  himself  a  Christian, 
and  took  his  place  upon  the 
frozen  pool.  And  when  the  cold 
had  done  its  work,  and  forty 
corpses  lay  upon  the  ice,  forty 
glorious  spirits,  with  Sempronius 
among  them,  entered  into  the 
presence  of  their  King. 


A  Hard  Hit  (?) 

^E  was  a  sailor.  "All  right,  boys," 
lie  said,"  go  on,  say  all  you  want 
to,  make  all  the  fun  of  me  you 
please;  but,  I  have  tried  it  now  for 
over  six  months.  Saloon-keepers  do 
not  get  my  money  now ;  and  I  have 
got  a  clear  head,  a  clear  eye,  and  a 
happy  heart;  all  because  I  accepted 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  as  my  Saviour." 
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An  Incident  of  the  late 
American  War* 

"THE    MUSTER    ROLL." 

A  battle  had  been  fought, 
And  on  the  plain,  unmindful  of  defeat 

or  victory. 
The  slain  and  wounded  lay. 
Grim  death  was  busy  still,  unsatisfied, 
Gathering  the  remnants  of  that  sad 

day's  spoil. 

As  night  drew  on,  [amid 
Two  men  of  God  were  seen  moving 
Those    scenes    of    death    and    dying 

agony,  [tender  care 

As,  nerved  by  heavenly  strength,  and 
For   souls,    they    sought   to   comfort 

dying  saints  [promises, 

By    whispering    in     their    ears    His 
From  Whom  nor  life  nor  death  can 

separate ; 
And   to    the   Lamb    of    God   Whose 

precious  blood 
Can  cleanse  from  every  sin,  to  point 

the  gaze  [past, 

Of  those,  whose  day  of  life  was  almost 
Their  sins  yet  unforgiven. 

And  now  they  stand  [alone  ; 
Beside  a  manly  form,  outstretched, — 
His  helmet  from  his  head  had  fallen ; 

his  hand 
Still   firmly    grasped    his    keen    but 

broken  sword ; 
His  face  was  cold,   and,  thinking  he 

was  gone,  [was  precious, 

They  were  just  passing  on,  for  time 
When  a  faint  sigh  caught  their  atten- 
tive ears. 
Life    was    still    there;    so,    bending 

softly  down. 
They   whispered    in    his    ears    most 

earnestly, 
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Yet   with   that   hush  and  gentleness 

with  which 
We  ever  speak  to  a  departing  soul : — 
"  Brother  !  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ, 
Cleanseth  from  all  sin."      [God's  Son, 

The  pale  lips  moved, 
And  gently  whispered,  "  Hush  !  "  then 

they  closed. 
And  life  seemed  gone  ; — 

But  yet  once  more 
They  whispered  those  thrice  blessed 
words,  in  hope  [in  Heaven, — 
To  point  the  parting  soul  to  Christ 
"  Brother  !  the  precious  blood  of  Jesus 
Can  cleanse  from  every  sin."    [Christ 

Again  the  pale  lips  moved ; 
All  else  was  still  and  motionless,  for 

Death 
Already  had  his  fatal  work  half  done; 
But  gathering  up  his  quickly  failing 
strength,  [said : — 

The  dying  soldier,  dying  victor, 
"  Hush  !  for  the  angels  call  the  Muster 
1  wait  to  hear  MY  name."-^      [Roll ; 

They  spoke  no  more : 

What  need  to  speak  again  !  for  now 

full  well  [were  fixed, 

They  knew  on  Whom  his  dying  hopes 

And   what   his    prospects   were ;    so, 

hushed  and  still, 
They  kneeling  watched. — 

And  presently  a  smile, 
As  of  most  thrilling  and  intense  de- 
light, [face. 
Played  for  a  moment  on  the  soldier's 
And   with    his    one    last    breath    he 
whispered,  "  HERB  1 " 

Oh  !  grand  [the  call. 

And  blessed  death.     Quite  ready  for 
He  heard  his   Captain's  voice ;  life's 
battle  fought,  [received 

Life's  victory  wou,  the  soldier  thus 
His  welcome  and  his  crown !     „  ,  „ 

iJi.J.U. 
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Pure  as  the  Running  Stream. 
White  as  the  Driven  Snow. 


"XT'OU  say  a  man  can  know 
jT  that  his  sins  are  for- 
given !  No,  never  !  If 
a  man  were  pure  as  the  running 
stream,  or  white  as  the  driven 
snow,  he  might  ;  but  for  mortal 
man  to  know  that  his  sins  are 
forgiven  is  presumption/'  So 
said  a  man  to  one  who  had  been 
urging  that  sin  was  forgiven 
once  and  for  ever  through  the 
Blood  of  the  Atonement. 

But  is  it  so  ?  Which  is  right  ? 
Can  a  man  lie  down  on  his  bed 
at  night  and  feel  a  positive  cer- 
tainty that  his  sin  is  put  away, 
and  that  if  he  died  in  his  sleep, 
his  sin  would  not  be  reckoned 
against  him  ?  What  does  the 
Book  of  God  say  : — 

"  There  is  no  condemnation  to  them 
that  are  in  Christ  Jesus  (Rom.  s.  i). 
I  have  caused  thine  iniquity  to 
pass  from  thee  (Zcch.  3. 4).  Justified 
freely  by  His  grace  (Rom.  3. 24).  He 
that  believeth  hath  everlasting 
life,  and  shall  not  come  into  con- 
demnation ;  but  is  passed  from 
death  unto  life  (John  5. 24)  Their  sins 
and  iniquities  will  I  remember  no 
more  (Heb.  10. 17).  As  far  as  the  east 
is  from  the  west,  so  far  hath  He 
removed  our  transgressions  from 
us  (Ps.  W3.  ").  I  have  blotted  out 
as  a  thick  cloud  thy  transgres- 
sions "  (Isa.  44. 32). 
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Many  more  of  God's  own 
words  might  be  added,  all  prov- 
ing that  it  is  not  any  presump- 
tion to  know  Whom  we  believe, 
and  be  confident  that  He  is  both 
willing  and  able  to  present  us 
faultless  before  His  Father  at  the 
Great  Day. 

He  who  only  says  :  ''  I  hope 
I  am  saved,  I  trust  I  am  in  the 
right  way,  cannot  be  happy  in 
the  fullest  sense  of  the  term,  nor 
is  he  in  the  position  that  God 
would  have  him  to  be. 

Assurance  of  Salvation. 

GOD  says  :  '*  This  is  the  cove- 
nant .  .  .  their  sins  and  iniqui- 
ties will  I  remember  no  more. 
Now  where  remission  of  these  is  there 
is  no  more  offering  for  sin.  Having 
therefore,  brethren,  boldness  to  enter 
into  the  holiest  by  the  blood  of  Jesus, 
...  let  us  draw  near  with  full  assurance 
of  faith.  An  oath  for  confirmation  is 
to  men  an  end  of  all  strife.  Wherein 
God,  willing  more  abundantly  to  shew 
to  the  heirs  of  promise  the  immuta- 
bility of  His  counsel,  confirmed  it  by 
an  oath  ;  that  by  two  immutable 
things  (in  which  It  was  Impossible  for 
God  to  lie)  we  might  have  a  strong 
consolation  who  have  fled  for  refuge 
to  lay  hold  upon  the  hope  set  before 
us  ;  which  hope  we  have  as  an  anchor 
of  the  soul  both  sure  and  steadfast " 
(Heb. 6. 16-20).  "These  things  are  written 
unto  you  that  believe  on  the  name  of 
the  Son  of  God,  that  ye  may  know 
that  ye  have  eternal  life  "  d  John  5. 13). 
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Confusion  in  tie  lorlfsliop. 

ES,  sad  to  relate  there  was 
confusion  in  the  clerical 
workshop.  Tools  designed 
to  work  together  in  har- 
mony were,  instead,  grumbling  and 
fault-finding,  if  not,  indeed,  actually- 
set  by  the  ears. 

Bishop  Blacksmith  smote  his  fore- 
head in  despair,  as  he  looked  on  his 
diocese,  and  heard  the  angry  clatter 
of  discussion  concerning  the  great 
questions  of  the  day  ;  while  all  Car- 
penterdom  was  engaged  with  equal 
violence  upon  the  methods  of  in- 
dividual labour. 

*'  I  contend,"  exclaimed  the  Rev.  D. 
D.  Augur,  **  that  Brother  Plane  is 
superficial  in  his  work.  He  makes  a 
great  flourish  of  shavings,  but  does 
not  go  beneath  the  surface !  I  have 
no  patience  with  him !  I  believe  in 
going  to  the  depth  of  things  !  " 

"  I  acknowledge,"  said  the  Rev. 
Forcible  Hammer,  "  the  depth  of  your 
wisdom,  and  I  admire  your  penetra- 
tion ;  but  you  must  confess  your 
powers  of  influence  are  limited  to  a 
very  small  circle." 

"  Stop,  stop.  Brother  Hammer," 
cried  Deacon  Nail,  *'  I  grant  yon 
make  a  great  noise  in  the  world  ;  but 
my  experience  is  that  your  perform- 
ance affects  only  the  head  after  all." 

Litde  Gimlet,  a  preacher  of  very 
small  calibre,  here  put  in  a  feeble 
protest  against  the  surface  work  so 
sadly  prevalent.  He  did  not  think 
that  there  was  much  heart-work  ac- 
complished by  all  this  excitement  and 
noise. 
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A  couple  of  Old  Saws  put  their 
heads  together  ominously,  while  one 
mumbled  to  the  other  through  his 
broken  teeth  : 

"  I  have  long  been  dissatisfied  with 
the  state  of  things  in  this  workshop. 
In  my  day  the  motto  was  *  Slow  and 
sure.'  I  went  to  work  on  a  log  of 
wood,  not  expecting  to  convert  it  in 
a  minute  into  a  pile  of  lumber.  Back 
and  forth,  through  and  through,  I 
tore  away,  until  every  fibre  yielded, 
but  it  was  tough  work,  and  slow. 
Now-a-days,  it  seems  to  me,  you  just 
turn  a  crank,  hear  a  shriek,  see  a  puff, 
and  the  thing  is  done." 

*'  Well  now.  Father  Saw,  we  are 
not  talking  about  old  times,"  said 
bright  Brother  Chisel.  *'  We  have 
heard  all  you  have  to  say  on  that 
subject  over  and  over  again.  The 
question  of  to-day  is,  *  Which  is  the 
best  mode  of  working  ?  '  or  rather, 
'  What  is  it  that  is  lacking  in  our 
most  active  instruments  ? '  The  Rev. 
Mr.  Hammer  has  been  severely 
criticised,  but  I  have  worked  under 
his  direction  a  great  deal,  and  I  must 
say  that  his  style  is  powerful,  and 
his  arguments  convincing.  Every 
blow  tells." 

At  this  juncture.  Horseshoe,  a  lay 
member  of  St.  Anvil  Church,  stepped 
in,  and  entered  into  the  contest. 

'*  I  have  felt  the  full  power  of  Mr. 
Hammer's  arguments,  but  I  acknow- 
ledge I  have  been  more  benefited  by 
the  influence  of  Brother  Bellows.  It 
is  warmth  that  is  required  to  melt  the 
heart  which  will  not  yield  to  force. 
Where  should  /  have  been,  were  it 
not  for  the  fire  and  fervour  which  he 
brings  to  the  work  }  " 
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A  Worker's  Dream. 


SAT  down  in  an  arm-chair, 
wearied  with  my  work.  My 
toil  had  been  severe  and  pro- 
tracted. Many  were  seeking 
Christ,  and  many  had  found  Him.  As  for 
myself,  I  was  joyous  in  my  work.  My 
brethren  were  united.  My  sermons  and 
exhortations  were  evidently  telling  on  my 
hearers.     My  church  was  crowded. 

Tired  with  my  work,  I  soon  lost  myself 
in  a  sort  of  half-forgetful  state. 

Suddenly  a  stranger  entered  the  room, 
without  any  prehminary  **tap,"  or  "Come 
in."  He  carried  about  his  person, 
measures,  chemical  agents,  and  imple- 
ments, which  gave  him  a  very  strange 
appearance. 

The  stranger  came  toward  me,  and  ex- 
tending his  hand,  said,  "How  is  your 
zeal?"  I  supposed  that  the  query  was 
to  be  for  my  health,  but  was  pleased  to 
hear  his  final  words ;  for  I  was  quite 
well  pleased  with  my  zeal,  and  doubted 
not  the  stranger  would  smile  when  he 
should  know  its  proportions. 

Instantly  I  conceived  of  it  as  physical 
quantity,  and  putting  my  hand  into  my 
bosom,  brought  it  forth  and  presented  it 
to  him  for  inspection. 

He  took  it,  and,  placing  it  in  his  scale, 
weighed  it  carefully.  I  heard  him  say, 
"  One  hundred  pounds!  "  I  could  scarce 
suppress  an  audible  note  of  satisfaction  : 
but  I  caught  his  earnest  look  as  he  noted 
down  the  weight ;  and  I  saw  at  once  that 
he  had  drawn  no  final  conclusion,  but  was 
intent  on  pushing  his  investigation.  He 
broke  the  mass  to  atoms,  put  it  into  his 
crucible,  and  put  the  crucible  into  the  fire. 
When  the  mass  was  fused,  he  took  it  out, 
and  set  it  to  cool.  It  congealed  in  cool- 
ing, and  when  turned  out  on  the  hearth, 
exhibited  a  series  of  layers  or  strata  ; 
which  all,  at  the  touch  of  the  hammer, 
fell  apart,  and  were  severally  tested  and 
weighed,  the  stranger  making  minute 
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notes  a3  the  process  went  on. 

When  he  had  finished,  he  presented  the 
notes  to  me,  and  gave  me  a  look  of  min- 
gled sorrow  and  compassion,  as  without  a 
word,  except  "  May  God  save  you !  "  he 
left  the  room. 

The  "  notes  "  read  as  follows  : — 

Analysis  of  the  zeal  of  Junius,  a  Candidate 
for  a  Croujn  of  Glory. 

Weight  in  mass,  or  total  weight,  100  lbs. 

OF  THIS,  ON  ANALYSIS  THERE 
PROVES  TO  BE,— 

Bigotry       .        .  .  10  parts' 

Personal  ambition  .  23 

Loue  of  praise     .  .  19 

Pride  of  denomination  15 

Pride  of  talent    .  .  14 

Loue  of  authority  .  12 

Loue  to  God         .  .  4 

Loue  to  Man        ,  .  3 

TOO 


"  Wood, 

Hay, 

and 
Stnbhle.' 


Pure 
Zeal. 


I  had  become  troubled  at  the  peculiar 
manner  of  the  stranger,  and  especially  at 
his  parting  look  and  words,  but  when  I 
looked  at  the  figures,  my  heart  sank  as 
lead  within  me. 

I  made  a  mental  effort  to  dispute  the 
correctness  of  the  record.  But  I  was 
startled  into  a  more  honest  mood  by  an 
audible  sigh  from  the  stranger  (who  had 
paused  in  the  hall).  I  cried  out,  ''Lord, 
save  me  !  "  and  knelt  down  at  my  chair, 
with  the  paper  in  my  hand  and  my  eyes 
fixed  upon  it.  At  once  it  became  a 
mirror,  and  I  saw  my  heart  reflected  in 
it.  The  record  was  true  I  I  saw  it,  I  felt 
it,  I  confessed  it,  I  deplored  it,  and  I 
besought  God  to  save  me  from  myself 
with  many  tears ;  with  a  loud  cry  of 
anguish,  I  awoke. 

I  had  once  prayed  to  be  saved  from 
hell,  but  now  to  be  saved  from  myself; 
nor  did  I  rest  or  pause  till  the  refining  fire 
came  down  and  went  through  my  heart, 
searching,  probing,  melting,  burning, 
filling  all  its  chambers  with  light,  and 
hallowing  my  whole  heart  to  God. 
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Advice  to  Christians. 

T  OOKING  into  one's 
^  self  is  profitless.  By 
watching  the  state  of  our 
own  feelings,  we  are  turn- 
ing our  eyes  from  Christ, 
and  depending  upon  our 
emotions  instead  of  the 
Word  of  God.  The  feelings 
of  some  are  very  change- 
able, but  ''the  Word  of 
God  never  changes."  Act 
upon  principle,  realize  the 
presence  of  God,  and 
strive  to  please  Him  in  all 
you  say  and  do,  and 
Christ  and  the  Holy  Spirit 
will  be  your  all-j^owerful 
helpers.  Be  out  and  out; 
consecrate  yourself  fully 
to  Him,  and  He  will  direct 
and  sustain  you.  Wlien 
you  feel  depressed,  lift  up 
your  heart  and  praise 
Him.  Kemember  the 
''hole  of  the  pit"  from 
which  you  have  been  dug, 
and  praise  Him  for  what 
He    has    done     for    you. 
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"  Rejoice  in  the  Lord  al- 
waj^s."  This  is  the  best 
cure  for  doubting  souls. 
Do  not  suffer  the  enemy 
to  depress  you,  and  thus 
rob  you.  Keep  to  mental 
prayer  or  communing 
with  God  while  you  are 
going  along  the  street. 
You  will  soon  be  able  to 
do  so  without  effort.  Pray 
often  in  yonr  room,  short 
prayers,  just  your  needs. 
Remember  He  is  ever 
present;  long  prayers  are 
often  a  cause  of  depres- 
sion, and  no  help  to 
nervous,  doubting  people. 

"NEVER    GIVE    UR" 

"n  DRUMMER  boy  was  with  a  regi- 
r^  ment  in  battle  whicli  was  being 
overcome.  So  Napoleon  ordered  the 
lad  to  "  beat  a  retreat ";  lie  hesitated, 
and  being  told  again — still  his  sticks 
would  not  work,  and  at  last  he  cried 
out,  "  Oh,  sire,  I  never  learnt  that;  I 
learnt  to  drum  a  charge."  "  Then 
drum  a  charge,"  cried  Napoleon  ;  and 
on  hearing  that,  not  a  soldier  faltered 
or  hesitated,  even  the  wounded  on 
the  field  presenting  their  bayonets. 
Christian  soldiers,  our  Commander 
has  ordered  "  no  retreat,"  then  drum 
a  charge. 

283 


Soap  in  the  Water  Tank ; 

Or,  why  a  Christian's  Testimony  is  often  Powerless, 

WITH  God  there  are  no  condi- 
tions for  salvation— "whoso- 
ever will ;"  but  there  are  many 
conditions  for  power  in  service. 
One  of  these  is,  that  we  must  not 
only  lay  aside  every  "sin,"  but 
every  "  weight  "—be  pure,  cleansed 
vessels,  or  God  cannot  use  us. 
To  illustrate  this,  Dr.  Pentecost 
tells  a  story  of  a  railway  ser- 
vant, or  engineer,  in  America,  who, 
after  being  discharged  for  bad 
conduct,  set  to  work  to  think  how 
he  could  damage  the  Railway 
Company  without  endangering  the 
lives  of  any  passengers.  At  last, 
remembering  that  no  locomotive 
can  work  for  long,  if  the  water  in 
the  boiler  had  soap  in  it,  he  de- 
cided to  get  up  on  to  one  of  the 
water  tubs  or  tanks  from  which 
the  passing  trains  got  their  supply 
of  water,  and  slip  in  one  or  more 
bars  of  soap.  This  would  soon  dis- 
solve and  impregnate  the  water. 
Having  found  his  opportunity  and 
done  this,  his  object  was  fully  ac- 
complished. The  express  train, 
passing  that  night,  was  soon 
brought  to  a  standstill,  for,  after 
filling  its  boiler  with  the  water, 
it  could  get  up  but  little  steam. 

Are  you  powerless  in  His  service, 
because  the  adversary  has  slipped 
in  something  that  altogether  pre- 
vents the  Master  from  using  you  ? 
Find  the  bar  of  soap,  and  keep  it 
out.  Only  one  small  thing  wrong 
in  our  inner  life,  and  He  cannot 
use  us. 
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The  Two  Weavers. 

AS  at  their  work  two  weavers  sat, 
Beguiling    time   with    friendly 
chat, 
They  touched  upon  the  price  of  meat, 
So  high,  a  weaver  scarce  could  eat ! 

"  What   with    my   babes   and   sickly 

wife," 
Quoth  Dick,  "I'm  almost  tired  of  life; 
So  hard  we  work,  so  poor  we  fare, 
'Tis  more  than  mortal  man  can  bear. 

"  How    glorious    is    the   rich    man's 

state  ! 
His  house  so  fine,  his  wealth  so  great ! 
Heaven  is  unjust,  you  must  agree  : 
Why  all  to  him,  and  none  to  me  ? 

"  In    spite    of    what    the    Scripture 

teaches. 
In  spite  of  what  the  pulpit  preaches, 
This  world  (indeed,  I've  thought  so 

long) 
Is  ruled,  methinks,  extremely  wrong. 

"  Where'er  I  look,  howe'er  I  range, 
'Tis     all     confused,    and    hard,    and 

strange ; 
The  good  are  troubled  and  opprest, 
And  all  the  wicked  are  the  blest." 

Quoth  John,  "  Our  ignorance  is  the 

cause 
Why  thus  we  blame  our  Maker's  laws. 
Parts  of  His  ways  alone  we  know, 
'Tis  all  that  man  can  see  below. 

"  See'st   thou   that    carpet,   not   half 

done. 
Which  thou,  friend  Dick,  hast  well 

begun  ? 
Behold  the  wild  confusion  there  ! 
So  rude  the  mass,  it  makes  one  stare  ! 
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"  A  stranger,  ignorant  of  the  trade, 

Would  say,  no  meaning's  there  con- 
veyed ; 

For  Where's  the  middle,  where's  the 
border  ? 

Thy  carpet  now  is  all  disorder." 

Quoth  Dick,  "  My  work  is  yet  in  bits, 
But  still  in  every  part  it  fits  ; 
Besides,  you  reason  like  a  lout ; — 
Why,  man,  that  carpet's  inside  out." 

Says    John,    "  Thou    say'st   the  very 

thing  I  mean. 
And  now  I  hope  to  cure  thy  spleen ; 
This   world,   which   clouds   thy   soul 

with  doubt, 
Is  but  a  carpet  inside  out." 

"  As  when  we  view  these  shreds  and 

ends. 
We  know  not  what  the  whole  intends; 
So,  when  on  earth   things  look   but 

odd. 
They're  working  still  some  scheme  of 

God. 

"  No  plan,  no  pattern,  can  we  trace, — 
All     wants    proportion,    truth,     and 

grace  ; 
The  motley  mixture  we  deride. 
Nor  see  the  beauteous  upper  side. 

"  What   now  seems  random  strokes, 

will  there 
All  order  and  design  appear ; 
Then  shall  we  praise  what  here  we 

spurned. 
For  then  the  carpet  will  be  turned." 

"Thou'rt   right,"    quoth    Dick;   "no 

more  I'll  grumble. 
That    this    world    is    so    strange    a 

jumble ; 
My  impious  doubts  are  put  to  flight, 
For  my  own  carpet  sets  me  right." 
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Doubts  Removed. 

THREE  Christian 
friends — a  gentle- 
man, his  wife  and 
daughter, — were  once 
conversing  with  their 
pastor.  All  submitted 
to  the  authority  of  the 
Bible.  They  were  not 
unbelievers^  needing  to 
be  brought  to  the 
Saviour ;  none  of  them, 
however,  dared  to  be 
sure  that  he  was  al- 
ready saved  by  the  blood  of  Christ— that  he 
was  a  "child  of  God,"  and  thus  could  "glory 
in  the  Lord."  Hence  the  father,  after  professing 
his  sincere  faith  in  the  Son  of  God,  added  that 
he  did  not  feel  authorized  to  call  himself  one 
of  Christ's  flock.  ^'/  hope,"  he  said,  sighing, 
"  but  I  am  not  sure." 

"  So  then,"  said  the  pastor,  "  if  you  knew  you 
were  going  to  die  suddenly  this  night,  you  would 
not  be  wholly  at  peace  concerning  your  soul's 
salvation  ?" 

"  Who,  sir,"  said  the  mother,  "can  have  this 
perfect  peace?  Doubtless,  a  true  Christian, 
since  he  relies  on  the  mercy  of  God  in  Jesus 
Christ,  has  a  '  good  hope '  of  salvation  ;  but  who 
would  be  so  presumptuous  as  to  feel  surfe  ?  " 

"  You  will  think  me  very  proud  and  very  pre- 
sumptuous," replied  the  pastor,  "  since  I  can 
truly  say  that  I  possess  this  perfect  peace. 
And  I  beg  you  not  to  suppose  that  it  is  because 
I  am  worthy.  Am  I  not,  on  the  contrary,  a 
greater  sinner  than  any  of  you,  since  I  am  the 
oldest?  But  since  He  gives  it  to  me,  is  it  not 
my  duty,  as  well  as  happiness,  to  know  it  and 
declare  it?  Is  it  pride  in  me  to  affirm  it? 
Would  it  not  be  pride  not  to  believe  it  ?  " 

"Certainly,"  said  the  father,  "if  you  feel  so. 
But — here  is  my  difficulty — has  God  told  it  to 
you  ?  It  is  so  easy  to  be  deceived  on  this  point. 
And  that  is  what  my  wife  fears." 

"I  like  your  remark,"  said  the  pastor,  "and 
agree  with  you,  that  it  is  common  to  be  deceived 
on  this  point.  But  whoever  has  this  peace, 
rejoices  in  the  assurance  of  it." 

"  I  should  like  to  know  how  a  person  can  be 

sure — very  sure  ?  "  said  the  daughter,  modestly. 

"  Whoever  is  sure  that  he  believes  the  Bible," 

said  the  pastor,  "  is  also  sure  of  all  that  it  says ; 
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and  I  think  that  we  four  are  happy  enough  to 
believe  that  the  Bible  is  perfectly  true.  So,  open- 
ing it,  I  will  read  first  this  passage  of  St.  John, 
so  clear  \  ^  If  we  receive  the  ivttness  of  men,  the 
witness  of  God  is  greater'  (ijohnv.9);  that  is,  if  we 
believe  the  word  of  an  honest  man,  much  more 
ought  we  to  believe  what  God  says.  To  illus- 
trate what  the  Apostle  here  says. 

"  The  Emperor  Napoleon  I.  was  once  review- 
ing some  troops  upon  the  Place  du  Carrousel, 
in  Paris;  and  in  giving  an  order,  he  thought- 
lessly dropped  the  bridle  upon  the  neck  of  his 
horse,  which  instantly  set  off  at  a  gallop.  The 
Emperor  was  obliged  to  cling  to  the  saddle. 
At  this  moment,  a  private  soldier  of  the  line 
sprang  before  the  horse,  seized  the  bridle,  and 
handed  it  respectfully  to  the  Emperor.  '  Much 
obliged  to  you,  Captain,'  said  the  Emperor 
— by  this  one  word  making  the  soldier  a  captain. 
The  man  believed  the  Emperor,  and,  saluting 
him,  asked,  '  Of  what  regirffent,  sire  ?  '  Napo- 
leon, charmed  with  his  faith,  replied,  'Of  my 
Guards  ! '  and  galloped  off. 

"  Now,  what  will  the  soldier  do  ?  If  he  imitates 
those  who,  before  believing,  wish  to  see  and 
feel,  he  will  say,  'A  captain  of  the  Guards 
always  wears  a  captain's  uniform,  and  mine  is 
only  that  of  a  common  soldier.  I  cannot,  there- 
fore, believe  myself  to  be  a  captain  ! '  and  the 
soldier  would  return  to  the  ranks. 

"But  if,  on  the  contrary,  he  beheves  the 
Emperor's  word  fully  and  implicitly,  and  knows 
that  his  rank,  as  Captain  of  the  Guards,  depends, 
not  on  the  uniform  he  wears,  but  that  the 
uniform  must  be  the  consequence  and  evidence 
of  his  rank,  he  will  not  hesitate  because  of  his 
dress,  nor  will  he  return  to  the  line.  And  such, 
indeed,  was  the  conduct  of  this  man.  As  soon 
as  the  Emperor  passed  on,  the  soldier  laid  down 
his  gun,  saying,  '  Whoever  will  may  take  it,'  and 
instead  of  returning  to  his  comrades,  he  ap- 
proached the  group  of  Staff-officers.  On  seeing 
him,  one  of  the  generals  scornfully  said,  '  What 
does  this  fellow  want  here?'  'This  fellow,' 
replied  the  soldier  proudly,  '  is  a  captain  of  the 
Guards.'  '  You  ?  my  poor  friend  !  You  are 
mad  to  say  so  ! '  ^  He  said  it,'  replied  the  soldier, 
i  pointing  to  the  Emperor,  who  was  still  in  sight. 
'  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,'  said  the  general 
respectfully,  '  I  was  not  aware  of  it.' 

"  You  now  see,"  concluded   the  pastor,  ad- 
dressing the  young  lady,  '*  how  a  person  may  be 
sure  that  God  has  saved  him  ;  it  is  by  believing 
His  testimony,  just  as  this  soldier  believed  that 
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of  the  Emperor.  That  is  to  say,  as  he  believed 
himself  to  be  captain  before  wearing  his 'uni- 
form ;  so,  on  the  word  and  promise  of  God,  one 
believes  himself  to  be  a  '  child  of  God,'  before 
hQ\ng  fjilly  sanctified  by  His  Spirit." 

"  A  striking  anecdote,  truly,"  said  the  father ; 
"  I  hope  I  shall  profit  by  it.  But  allow  me  to 
ask,  since  the  soldier  made  captain  will  neces- 
sarily wear  his  uniform,  and  since  the  Bible 
declares  that  the  true  believer  must  possess  a 
certain  character,  how  can  any  one  think  that 
he  has  true  faith,  so  long  as  he  does  not  see  in 
himself  the  fruits  of  faith  ? 

"  Listen,"  said  the  pastor.  "  True  faith  pro- 
duces good  works :  ^ Faith  without  works  is  dead'' 
(jas.  ii.  17).  But  when  this  result  is  wanting,  what 
does  the  Bible  then  direct  us  to  do  ?  You,  dear 
sir,  reason  thus  :  '  True  faith  produces  such  and 
such  results ;  but  I  do  not  produce  them,  there- 
fore I  have  not  true  faith.'  And  thus  far  your 
reasoning  is  right  and  scriptural ;  but  then, 
leaving  the  Bible  and  common  sense,  you  add  : 
'  Since  only  true  faith  produces  certain  results, 
and  these  do  not  appear  in  me,  I  must  try  to 
produce  them,  in  order  to  be  sure  that  I  have 
true  faith  ' ;  while  you  should  say,  arguing  from 
cause  to  effect :  '  I  must  first  have  true  faith ; 
then  I  shall  do  the  works  of  faith.' 

"  Thus,  for  example,  you  know  that  the  true 
believer  loves  to  read  the  Bible,  and  that  to  com- 
mune with  God  is  his  delight.  And  if  you  see 
that  you  have  not  this  habitual  love  for  the 
Bible,  you  say  :  *  Ah  !  I  must  read  the  Bible 
more,  otherwise  how  can  I  admit  that  I  am  a 
child  of  God  ? '  Thus  you  are  like  a  person  who 
says  :  '  A  good  fire  gives  heat ;  but  this  room  is 
not  warm,  so  there  is  not  a  good  fire.  Let  me 
try  to  make  more  heat,  that  there  may  be  a 
good  fire.' " 

"  That  would  be  absurd,  sir,"  said  the  lady ; 
"  for  the  fire  produces  heat !  " 

"  I  understand  now,"  said  the  gentleman. 
"Yes,  I  see  that  I  must  first  have  simple  faith, 
before  I  can  produce  fruit." 

"  Certainly,"  continued  the  pastor.  "  So  with 
the  engraver  who  cuts  the  arms  upon  your  seal. 
The  first  impression  not  being  to  his  taste,  he 
applies  himself  to  mend  the  seal  and  its  engrav- 
ing, and  not  the  impression^ 

"  Certainly  ! "  said  the  lady.  "  Had  he  made 
a  thousand  impressions,  they  would  have  been 
the  same  while  the  seal  is  unchanged." 

"This  is  plain!"  said  the  father.  "But 
allow  me  to  say,  I  have  still,  at  least  in  regard 


to  myself,  a  great  difficulty.  If  I  am  one  of  the 
redeemed  of  God— one  of  His  children,  He 
would  tell  me  so,  and  I  should  rejoice  in  it; 
whereas  it  is  not  so  with  me.  It  seems  as  if 
everybody  would  be  saved  rather  than  myself." 
"But,  sir,"  replied  the  pastor,  "if  God  has 
told  you  so,  and  you  have  always  refused  to  be- 
lieve Him,  what  wonder  you  do  not  know  it,  and 
do  not  possess  this  joy  of  the  Holy  Spirit  ? 

"  Would  the  soldier  have  exulted  in  his  pro- 
motion, if,  though  the  Emperor  had  told  him, 
he  had  refused  to  believe  his  word?  The 
Apostle  says  to  the  Ephesians :  '  After  ye  be- 
lieved, ye  were  sealed  with  that  Holy  Spirit  of 
pfo-mise'  (Eph.i.  13);  but  you,  sir,  would  wish  to 
have  this  seal,  and  the  joy  it  brings,  before  you 
believe  !  But  though  you  may  attempt  to  change 
the  order  of  its  operation,  that  grace  remains 
ever  the  same  ;  only  by  denying  its  presence  and 
efficacy,  you  deprive  yourself  of  its  effects." 

"  It  is,  indeed,"  said  the  father,  "  to  wish  for 
the  fruit,  before  having  the  sap  !  " 

"  Listen  to  another  proof  of  it,"  continued  the 
pastor.  "  I  was  preaching  in  a  garrison  town. 
The  generals  and  other  officers,  with  brilliant 
epaulettes,  sat  before  me.  In  explaining  the 
text,  '  Faith  without  works  is  dead,'  I  had  occa- 
sion to  show  that  Divine  works  are,  in  the  be- 
liever, the  evidences  of  Divine  faith  ;  and  to 
show  that  faith  must  necessarily  precede  works, 
I  suddenly  suspended  my  argument,  and  addres- 
sing the  officers,  said  to  them  :  '  Am  f  not  right, 
gentlemen  ?  You  do  not  receive  your  epau- 
lettes before  your  commission,  but  your 
commission  before  your  epaulettes  ? '  The 
soldiers  smiled  assent.  I  continued  my  dis- 
course, and  God  blessed  that  question  ;  for  the 
same  evening  a  colonel  said  to  me  :  '  Thanks  be 
to  God,  I  now  understand  that  I  was  colonel 
before  I  wore  the  uniform.  I  believe  God,  who 
tells  me  He  has  pardoned  me  :  even,'  added  he, 
lowering  his  voice,  '  though  I  can  scarcely  yet 
perceive  the  epaulettes  of  my  rank.' " 

"  These  thifigs  have  I  ivritten  unto  you  that 
believe  on  the  name  of  the  Son  of  God ;  that  ye 
may  know  that  ye  have  eternal  life." 

"Suppose  that  we  were  in  Brazil,"  said  the 
pastor,  "seeking  for  diamonds  in  a  brook  where 
we  were  told  they  were  to  be  found.  I  pick 
from  the  sand  a  rough  grey  pebble,  and  say  to 
you  :  '  Ah  !  this  is  a  fine  diamond  !  Surely  it 
will  be  very  valuable  when  cut.' 

"Now,  you  h'^e  in  your  hands  only  a  pebble, 
apparently  of  no  value  ;  but  since  you  believed 
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me  when  I  told  you  it  was  a  diamond,  you  are 
sure  it  is  one ;  and  you  not  only  thank  me  for 
giving  it  to  you,  but  "when  you  afterwards  take  it 
to  the  lapidary,  you  do  not  ask  him  :  *  Is  this  a 
diamond  ?  '  but  '  Polish  this  diamond  for  me.' 
And  while  you  watch  the  cutting  of  its  sparkling 
sides,  you  would  not  say:  'It  ?> really  a  diamond,' 
but  you  would  simply  exclaim :  '  Of  what  fine 
water  it  is  ! ' " 

And  so,  pursuing  the  subject,  I  showed  her, 
that  as  the  polishing  adds  to  the  beauty  of  the 
diamond,  without  making  it  a  diamond,  so  the 
gradual  sanctification  of  the  Christian  exhibits 
more  and  more  the  beauty  of  the  '  Divine 
nature  '  in  the  believer  ;  but  that  this  sanctifica- 
tion did  not  make  him  a  child  of  God,  and  that 
it  adds  nothing  to  the  Justification  imparted  to 
his  soul,  the  mojnent  that  he  believed  in  the 
name  of  Jesus  Christ 

Thus  closed  the  evening. 

The  next  morning,  early,  as  I  stepped  into 
the  carriage  to  drive  on  to  the  next  village,  the 
father,  with  his  daughter,  came  quickly  down- 
stairs, to  bid  me  good-bye ;  and  as  I  was  about 
to  drive  away,  I  called  out  to  the  daughter, — 

"Well,  what  are  you  before  God  to-day  ?  " 

"  A  diamond,  sir,"  she  replied,  "  but  very 
rough  !  " 

Simple  and  beautiful  reply,  which  declared 
that  she  believed  God,  that  "  whosoever  believ- 
eth  on  the  Son,  hath  eternal  life." 

So  I  replied,  "  Go  to  the  lapidary  to  be 
polished." 

"  Good  !  "  said  the  father.  "  Yes,  the  lapidary 
polishes  the  diamond  !  But  I  now  understand  ; 
he  takes  a  diamond,  and  not  a  common  stone. 
So  the  Holy  Spirit  sanctifies  him  who  is  already 
a  child  of  God,  and  not  the  unbeliever's  heart. 
This  is  now  clear  to  me." 

"Yes !"  said  the  mother;  "but  I  have  a  scruple 
which  prevents  my  believing  that  I  am  a  dia- 
mond. Have  I  faith  enough  in  what  God  says, 
to  be  assured  of  His  promise  ?  " 

"This,  dear  madam,  implies  that  you  make 
God's  declaration  more  true  according  to  the 
degree  of  faith  which  you  have." 
•  "But,"  said  the  gentleman,  "if  I  have  but 
little  faith  in  it,  is  it  not  less  true  for  me  than  if 
I  believe  it  fully  ?  " 

"  You  mean  to  say,"  replied  the  pastor,  "  that 

the  more  firmly  you  believe  what  God  affirms, 

the  more  you  enjoy  this  truth,  or  promise ;  and 

surely  you  are  right.    What  the  Bible  says  is  true, 
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not  because  we  believe  it,  but  because  God  says 
it.  Whether  it  is  believed  or  not  believed,  does 
not  affect  its  truth.  It  was- perfectly  true  before 
I  believed  it;  and  if  I  do  not  believe  it,  the 
thing  remains  not  the  less  true.  For  example, 
God  tells  me  I  am  born  in  sin ;  but  this  is  a 
thing  I  certainly  cannot _/^<?/.  If,  then,  I  believe 
it,  I  simply  '  set  to  my  seal  that  God  is  true  ' ; 
and  if  I  do  not  believe  it,  its  truth  is  not  de- 
stroyed :  but,  as  St.  John  says,  '  we  make  God  a 
liar,'  by  not  believing  what  He  affirms." 

"  But,  sir,"  resumed  the  daughter,  "  the 
Saviour  does  not  now  speak  to  us,  as  God  did 
to  Abraham,  personally.  No  Christian  can  say 
that  the  Saviour  has  positively  told  him  that  He 
has  redeemed  him." 

"  And  yet,  friend,"  replied  the  pastor,  "  if  it  is 
not  God  Himself  who  has  told  me  what  I  be- 
lieve respecting  my  salvation,  what  else  is  my 
belief  but  human,  mechanical  faith  ?  " 

"But,  sir,"  persisted  the  daughter,  "where  and 
when  does  God  thus  speak  to  us  individually  ?  " 

"  Dear  Miss  B.,"  said  the  pastor,  "  does  not 
God  speak  to  you  personally  when  He  tells  you, 
in  the  Bible,  that  you  are  a  lost  sinner  ?  Does 
He  not  also  tell  you  personally,  that  pardon  of 
sins  and  eternal  life  are  His  free  gift,  and  that 
this  gift  is  wholly  in  Jesus,  His  beloved  Son  ? 
And,  finally,  is  it  not  to  you,  distinctly,  that  He 
says,  '  Whosoever  believes  what  God  says  of 
His  Son,  and  consequently  trusts  in  Him  from 
the  heart,  is  freely  justified,' and  ought  to  'know 
that  He  hath  eternal  life '  ?  " 

"These  things  have  I  written,  that  ye  may 
know  that  ye  have  eternal  life  "  d  john  v.  13). 

"  I  pray  you,  friends,"  continued  the  pastor, 
addressing  the  parents  also,  "  does  not  this  Book 
speak  to  us  personally  every  time  we  read  or 
hear  it  ?  Are  not  the  words  it  addresses  to  our 
souls,  what  the  sound  of  the  bell  or  the  noise  of 
thunder  is  to  our  ears?  This  sound,  if  general, 
is  also  individual.  Observe,  in  a  city,  when  the 
authorities  publish  a  law,  although  addressed  to 
all  the  citizens,  is  it  not  also  to  each  one  separately^ 
as  much  as  if  the  magistrate  were  to  speak  to 
each  person  ?  Do  you  think  that  when  the  law 
has  been  published,  any  citizen  would  say  it  did 
not  concern  him,  because  the  authority  had  not 
spoken  to  him  individually?  How  then,  after 
the  Bible  has  been  published  in  our  own  lan- 
guage, and  read  in  our  hearing,  shall  we  say, 
*  God  has  not  spoken  directly  to  me  '  ?  " 

"  I  understand,"  said  the  daughter.  "  When  I 
read  my  Bible  I  hear  the  voice  of  God,  He  speaks 
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to  me,  and  I  am  bound  to  believe  Him.  But,  sir, 
I  do  not  feel  that  I  am  one  of  His  children." 

"Friend,"  replied  the  pastor,  "you  say,  'I  do 
not  fee//'  Do  you  feel  that  there  has  been  a 
deluge  upon  the  earth  ?  Yet  you  are  sure  of  it, 
simply  because  God  tells  you  so  ?  Do  you  feel 
that  Jesus  is  the  Son  of  God  ?  And  yet  you 
are  sure  of  it,  because  God  tells  you  so  in  His 
Word.  If  then,  the  same  true  God,  in  the  same 
sure  Word,  tells  you  that  whosoever  believeth  in 
Him,  '  is  passed  from  death  unto  life,'  and 
that  he  is  a  child  of  God,  why  will  you  reply 
to  God,  '  I  am  not  sure,  although  Thou  tellest 
me  so,  for  I  do  not  feel  it '  ?  This,  certainly, 
did  not  Luther,  who  relates  that  Satan  having 
said  to  him,  '  Martin,  do  you  feel  that  you  are 
a  child  of  God  ?  '  answered  shortly,  '  No,  but  I 
am  sicre  of  it.     Get  thee  behind  me.'  " 

"  Firm  and  beautiful  reply,"  said  the  father. 
"  It  alone  is  worth  a  volume  ! " 

"  God  must  be  believed  at  once,  and  upon 
His  word.  The  feeling  of  what  He  declares, 
must  \hQxt(oxQ  follow  and  not  precede  belief  in 
His  Word.  The  believer  will  then  say,  ^ I  feel 
because  I  have  believed;''  and  not  ^  I  believe  be- 
cause I  have  felt' " 

"How  simple  this  is!"  said  the  father. 
"  And  is  it  thus,  sir,  that  the  Bible  characterizes 
true  believers  ?  " 

"Always,"  replied  the  minister.  "  When  God 
said  to  Noah  that  there  should  be  a  deluge 
upon  the  earth,  Noah  believed  God.  Then  the 
effect,  the  evidence  of  this  faith,  was  that  '  he 
prepared  an  ark.'  The  building  of  this  vessel 
was  the  result,  the  necessary  consequence  of 
Noah's  belief;  and  the  patriarch  must  have 
said,  during  the  century  and  more  that  this 
work  lasted,  '  I  build  the  ark,  because  I  believe 
God.'  Never  did  he  think  of  saying,  '  I  am 
sure  I  believe  God,  because  the  ark  is  being 
built.'  When  God  told  Abraham  that  he 
should  be  a  father  of  nations,  and  wished  him, 
therefore,  to  call  himself  Abraham,  that  is, 
father  of  many,  though  he  could  not  in  any  way 
feel  the  reality  of  the  promise,  he  believed  it,  so 
that  he  laughed  for  joy.  (cen.  xvii.  17.)  But  his 
isiith  preceded  his  joy.  He  did  not  say,  '  I  am 
sure  I  believe  because  I  am  glad ' ;  but,  '  It  is 
because  I  believe  God,  that  I  rejoice.' 

"  It  was  not  so  with  Sarah  ;  for  though  after- 
wards she  also  believed  God,  and  through  faith 
became  a  7nother  (Heb.  xi.  u),  at  first,  so  far  from 
believing,  she  laughed  from  distrust,  saying, 
'  Shall  I  of  a  surety  bear  a  child,  which  am 
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old?'  (Gen. xviii.  13.)  Obscrvc  the  difference  be- 
tween Abraham's  laughter  and  that  of  Sarah,  and 
beware  of  saying  as  she  did,  and  as  many  now 
say :  '  Can  God  possibly  have  already  shown  me 
favour,  sinner  as  I  still  feel  myself  to  be  ? '  " 

"  Now  I  understand  !  "  said  the  daughter. 
^^  First,  God  must  be  believed,  whatever  He 
may  say,  and  however  apparently  contrary  it 
may  be  to  our  persuasions." 

"  There  is  nothing  more  to  reply,"  said  the 
father.  "  This  is  positive.  If  I  can  be  assured 
that  I  sincerely  and  from  the  heart  believe  in 
the  Lord  Jesus — I  mean  in  His  person  and  in 
what  He  has  done  for  us — as  indeed  having 
lived  on  earth ;  and  having  shed  His  blood  for 
the  remission  of  my  sins ;  then  as  being  raised 
up  and  seated  at  the  right  hand  of  God  ; — if  I 
can  say  :  *He  loved  me  and  gave  Himself  for 
me/  if  this  is  my  belief,  I  must  also  believe 
what  God  declares,  namely,  that  I  am  passed 
from  death  unto  life,  and  shall  not  come  into 
condemnation,  (johnv.24.)  Yes,  sir,  I  see  it  clearly. 
All  our  doubts  and  difficulties  are,  after  all, 
only  unbelief  of  what  God  says  ;  with  me,  at 
least,  it  is  wishing  to  put  my  sentiments  and 
my  own  opinions  in  place  of  what  God  says. 
I  see  it  now,  and  thank  you  with  all  my  heart." 

"Yes,"  said  the  lady,  "and  now,  knowing 
that  we  have  eternal  life,  we  ought  to  walk  in 
the  light  of  that  life,  and  return  no  more  to  the 
darkness  of  sin  and  the  world." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  pastor,  "  let  us  return  no 
more,  in  order  that  we  may  walk  in  the  statutes 
and  keep  the  ordinances  of  God.  Is  it  not  for 
this   we   are   apprehended   of  Jesus   Christ  ? " 

(Ezek,  xi.  18-20.    Phil.  iii.  12.) 

"  And  then,  sir,"  said  the  daughter,  "  shall  we 
sin  no  more  ?  " 

"Think  you,  dear  young  lady,"  replied  the 
pastor,  "  that  the  Christian  can  attain  to  a  sin 
less  state  here  below  ?  " 

"  But,"  said  she  timidly,  "  does  not  the 
Apostle  John  say,  that  '  whosoever  abideth  in 
God  sinneth  not'?"  d john m. 6.) 

"  And  again,"  said  the  mother,  "  since  *  faith 
purifies  the  heart,'  if  our  faith  is  perfect,  will 
there  be  any  more  sin  in  us  ?  " 

"My  dear  madam,  our  souls  will  not  be 
entirely  cleansed  till  the  Divine  life  shall  have 
swallowed  up  that  which  is  mortal  in  us." 

"  If  we  say  we  have  no  sin,  we  deceive  our- 
selves, and  the  truth  is  not  in  us.     If  we  confess 
our  sins.  He  is  faithful  and  just  to  forgive  us 
our   sins.     .     .     .     My   little    children,    these 
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things  write  I  unto  you,  that  ye  sin  not.  And 
if  any  man  (or  child  of  God)  sin,  we  have  an 
advocate  with  the  Father,  Jesus  Christ  the 
righteous  :  and  He  is  the  propitiation  for  our 

sin,'      (i  John  i.  8,  10  ;  ii.  1-2.) 

"  Now  I  am  quite  satisfied,"  said  the  father. 
"  I  see  that  though  daily  I  have  reason  to  say 
to  God,  '  Pardon  my  sins,'  I  am  now  addressing 
a  Father^  and  not  a  Judge ;  and  I  understand 
that  as  long  as  I  am  in  this  sinful  body,  I  shall, 
alas  !  have  constant  reason  to  repeat  it." 

"  This  is  indeed  the  result  of  true  faith,"  said 
the  pastor.  "By  the  Holy  Spirit  it  sheds 
abroad  in  the  heart  the  love  of  God,  and  thus 
it  incites  us  to  please  God,  by  keeping  His 
commandments.  St.  John  says  this  expressly, 
when  he  affirms  that  every  man  who  knows 
that  he  will  finally  be  glorified  in  heaven  purifies 
himself  while  he  is  upon  the  earth."  d  johniii.3.) 

"  Yes,"  said  the  young  lady,  "  when  one  is 
sure  that  he  is  a  diamond,  he  then  asks  the 
lapidary  to  polish  him." 

*'  And  remembering  even  then,"  said  the 
pastor,  "that  the  labour  of  the  lapidary  may  be 
long,  do  not  be  discouraged  if  the  surfaces  are 
polished  slowly  ;  but  remember  that  '  God,  who 
spared  not  His  own  Son,  but  delivered  Him  up 
for  us  to  death,  will  with  Him  also  freely  give 
us  all  things.'"  (Rom. viii. 32.) 

"  Paul  said,  '  I  know  whom  I  have  believed, 
and  am  persuaded  that  He  is  able  to  keep  that 
which  I  have  committed  unto  Him.'"  (axim. i.  12.) 

Our  illustration  at  the  beginning  of  this  story 
represents  a  scene  that  took  place  during  a 
winter  that  a  friend  spent  in  Canada.  He 
visited  a  river  thickly  frozen  over.  On  going 
out  one  morning  he  came  down  to  the  river 
side,  and  looking  at  the  ice,  believed  that  it  was 
sufficiently  strong  to  support  him,  but  was  not 
very  adventurous  in  trusting  himself  on  it.  With 
stick  in  hand,  with  one  foot  he  was  testing  the 
ice  to  see  if  it  would  really  bear  him,  when  sud- 
denly he  descried  a  heavy  sledge  going  to  cross 
from  the  opposite  bank,  with  two  tons  of  wood 
piled  up  upon  it.  The  driver,  calmly  seated  on 
the  top,  unhesitatingly  marched  his  horses  in 
upon  the  frozen  river,  and  the  ponderous  load 
glided  safely  across.  Our  friend  smiled  at  his 
want  of  assurance,  and  the  more  so  when,  on 
the  following  day,  seeing  the  ice  cut,  he  found 
it  was  nearly  two  feet  thick. 

Christ  hdiS  promised  US  a  "safe  landing," 
but  has  not  promised  a  "  calm  passage." 
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The  Man  in  the  Glory. 

"The  Man  Christ  Jesus."— 1  Tim.  2.  5. 


I    WAKE     in    the     morning    with 
thoughts  of  His  love         [above. 
Who  is  living  for  me  in  the  glory 
Every  minute  expecting  He'll  call  me 
away,  [of  the  day  ; 

And  that  keeps  me  bright  all  the  rest 
But  the  moments  speed  forward  and 

on  comes  the  noon, 

Yet  still  I  am  singing,  "  He'll  come 

very  soon  :  "  [ing  to  night, 

And  thus  I  am  watching  from  morn- 

And  pluming  my  wings  to  be  ready 

for  flight ! 

There's  a  Man  in  the  glory  I  know 

very  well,  [goodness  can  tell ; 
I  have  known  Him  for  years,  and  His 
One  day  in  His  mercy  He  knocked 

at  my  door. 
And,     seeking     admission,     knocked 

many  times  o'er ; 
But  when  I  went  to  Him,  and  stood 

face  to  face,  [grace, 

And  listened  awhile  to  His  story  of 
How  He  suffered  for  sinners,  and  put 

away  sin,  [in. 

I  heartily,  thankfully  welcomed  Him 

We  have  lived  on  together  a  number 

of  years,  [i"^s  nor  fears. 

And  that's  why  I  have  neither  doubt- 

For  my  sins  are  all  hid  in  the  depths 

of  the  sea,  [Man  on  the  tree. 

They  were  carried  down  there  by  the 

I  am  often  surprised  why  the  lip 

should  be  curled,     [of  the  world. 

When  I  speak  of  my  Lord  to  the  man 

And  notice  with  sorrow  his  look  of 

disdain,  [again. 

When  I  tell  him  that  Jesus  is  coming 


He  seems  so  comment  with  his  houses 

and  gold, 
While    despising    the   Ark    like    the 

people  of  old ; 
And  yet,  at  Fls  coming,  I'm  sure  he 

would  flee  [of  the  tree. 

Like  the  man  in  the  garden,  who  ate 

I  cannot  but  think  it  is  foolish  of 

souls  [which  have  holes," 

To  put  all  their  money  in  "  bags 
To  find,  in  the  day  that  is  coming 

apace,  [of  grace." 

How  lightly  they  valued  the  "riches 
As  fond  as  I  am  of  His  work  in  the 

field,  [lay  down  the  shield  ; 

I  would  leave  go  the  plough,  I  would 
The  weapons  of  service  I  would  put 

on  the  shelf,  [with  Himself. 

And  the  sword  in  its  scabbard,  to  be 
But  I'll  work  on  with  pleasure  while 

keeping  my  eyes  [the  prize. 

On  the  end  of  the  field  where  standeth 

I  would  work  for  His  glory,  that 

when  we  shall  meet, 
I  may  have  a  large  sheaf  to  lay  down 

at  His  feet. 
That  He,  too,  with  pleasure,  His  fruit 

may  review : 
Is  the  Man  in  glory  a  stranger  to  you? 

A  stranger  to  Jesus  ?     What  ?  do 

you  not  know 
He   is    washing   poor    sinners    much 

whiter  than  snow  ? 
Have  you  lived  in  a  land  where  the 

Bible's  unknown. 
That  you  don't  know  the  Man  who 

is  now  on  the  throne  ? 
Ah!  did  you  but  know  half  His  beauty 

and  power, 
You  would  not  be  a  stranger  another 

half-hour. 
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I  have  known  Him  so  long  that  I*m 
able  to  say,  [away. 

The  very  worst  sinner  He'll  not  turn 
The  question  of  sin,  I  adoringly  see, 
The  Man  in  the  glory  has  settled  for  me! 
And  as  to  my  footsteps,  whatever  the 
scene,  [clean ; 

The  Man  in  the  glory  is  keeping  me 
And     therefore     I'm     singing,    from 

morning  to  night, 
The  Man  in  the  glory  is  all  my  delight. 
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SUCH  AN  OFFER. 


J5 


" AUCH  an  offer  !  "  Full  and  free  ! 

M  Is  it  really  meant  for  me  ? 
That  all  my  sins  on  Christ  were  laid, 
That  all  my  debt  by  Him  was  paid  ? 
Yes  :  Jesus  says  it,  who  has  died: — 

"Believe,"  and  thou  art  justified. 

"  Such  an  offer  !  "     Pardon  noW 
For  hidden  sin,  and  broken  vow  ! 
For  years  of  cold  neglect  and  scorn  t 
Can  mercy's  ray  upon  me  dawn  ? 
Yes  :  Jesus  died  instead  of  thee  ; 
His  death  for  thine,  must  be  thy 
plea. 

**  Such  an  offer!"  Peace  and  joy 
Untainted  by  the  world's  alloy  ; 
The  sweet  assurance  of  a  Friend 
Who,  loving,  loves  unto  the  end  ; 
TheknowledgenOWof  sinsforgiven 
And    of    a    Home    prepared     in 
Heaven. 

Oh,  what  goodness ! —Lord,  I  take 
This  offer  Thou  dost  freely  make  ! 
My  one  desire  shall  henceforth  be 
To  live  for  Him  who  died  for  me. 
Spread  glad  news,  through  every 

nation  ! 
Instant,  free,  and  full  salvation. 
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Let  youp  Bucket 
Down. 


^^^S^  HE  great  river  Amazon  pours 
t^^^3|i  out  so  mighty  a  stream  of 
|l^^||||;;  fresh  water  into  the  Atlantic, 
that  for  miles  out  of  sight 
of  land,  just  opposite  the  mouth  of 
the  river,  the  water  In  the  ocean 
is  entirely  fresh. 

Some  years  ago  a  sailing  ship  left 
Europe  for  a  South  American  port, 
and,  through  storm  and  mishap,  was 
so  long  on  Its  voyage,  that  the  water 
on  board  began  to  give  out ;  and 
though  the  crew  took  every  care, 
they  shortly  found  themselves  with 
their  last  tank  or  last  cask  empty. 

A  day  or  two  later,  though  be- 
calmed in  a  hot  climate,  to  their  great 
joy  and  relief  they  sighted  another 
vessel,  and,  when  near  enough  to 
signal  they  ran  up  their  flags,  telling 
of  their  piteous  position  :  "  We're  dy- 
ing for  want  of  water." 

To  their  astonishment,  the  reply  that 
came  back  quickly,  seemed  almost  to 
mock  them  :  ''  Water  all  around  you  ; 
let  your  bucket  down." 

LItde  did  they  know  that  they 
were  just  then  crossing  the  mighty 
Amazon's  ocean  current,  and  instead 
of  being  In  salt  water,  they  were 
actually  sailing  in  fresh  without  know- 
ing It.     Water  all  around  them  ! 

Fellow-traveller,  you  may  be  crying 
out,  "  What  must  I  do  to  be  saved  ?  " 
little  realizing  that  the  ocean  of  God's 
love  is  all  around  you.  Oh!  "let 
your  bucket  down  !  " 
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A  Poor  Rich  Man. 


AN  aged  man  was  sitting 
before  the  embers  of 
a  fire  in  an  almshouse, 
very  deaf,  and  every  limb 
shaken  with  palsy.  Afflic- 
tions, as  well  as  deep  poverty, 
pressed  heavily  upon  him. 

"What   are   you   doing P" 
asked  a  friend  who  had  called 
upon  him.     "  Waiting,   sir.'' 
''  And  for  what  P  "  asked  the 
visitor.    "For  the  coming  of 
my  Lord."     "What    makes 
you  wait  for  His  coming  P" 
"  Because,  sir,  I  expect  great 
things   then.     He   has    pro- 
mised that,  when  He   shall 
appear.  He  will  give  a  crown 
of  righteousness  to  all  that 
love  Him."    "  On  what  found- 
ation  do   you   rest    such   a 
hope  P  "  inquired  the  friend. 
The  old  man  slowly  put  on 
his  glasses,  and  opening  his 
well-worn  Bible,  pointed  to 
the  words  "Being  justified 
by  faith,  we  have  peace  with 
God  through  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ:   by   whom   also   we 
have  access  by  faith  into  this 
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grace  wherein  we  stand,  and 
rejoice  in  hope  of  the  glory 

of    God  "   (Rom.  6.  1,2). 

He  was  happy,  and  though 
poor  in  this  world's  riches, 
he  was  rich  in  faith. 


Overflowing. 


-M- 


A  YOUNG  friend  of  mine, 
a  bright  young  Chris- 
tian, recently  fell  a- 
sleep  in  Jesus.  He  was  not 
seventeen  years  old,  and  his 
sufferings  were  great  during 
the  last  few  days  of  his  ill- 
ness. He  knew  where  he 
was  going,  and  a  few  hours 
before  he  passed  away,  his 
father  said  to  him,  *'  It  is  all 

peace  and  joy,  P ;   is  it 

notP"  "  Oh,"  he  replied,  ^4t 
has  been  peace  and  joy  all 
along,  but  now  it's  overflowing  J' 
Think  of  that ! — overflowing 
peace  and  joy  in  the  midst  of 
suffering,  and  with  the  cer- 
tainty of  death  close  at  hand. 
A  scene  such  as  that  makes 
the  possession  of  Christ  a 
wonderful  reality. 
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Tried  with  Fire. 

"  t      DON'T  at  all  like  all  this  beating  and 

II    bruising,"  said  a  piece  of  gold   that  had 

Jj   been  under  the  hammer  for  a  long  time, 
and  was  beaten  into  all  manner  of  shapes. 
"  I  don't  see  the  good  of  it,  and  I  quite 
ache  with  knocking  about  so." 

Heaps  of  gold  and  silver  were  lying  about 
the  room  in  different  stages— some  rough  and 
shapeless,  and  almost  hidden  by  earth  and 
sand ;  some  purer,  having  already  been  in  the 
fire ;  but  all  had  still  a  large  amount  of  dross 
clinging  to  them. 

They  had  been  taken  away  from  their  native 
land  and  from  their  former  surroundings,  that 
they  might  be  prepared  for  high  and  earnest 
work  in  the  king's  service.  But  some  of  them 
did  not  understand  this,  and  thought  it  all 
harshness  and  unkindness  that  put  them  to  so 
much  suffering. 

"  Oh,  dear,  dear,"  moaned  the  gold  again, 
as  it  was  put  into  the  furnace,  **  this  fire  is 
worse  than  all;  the  heat  is  terrible." 

"You  seem  in  great  trouble,"  said  a  quiet, 
bright  piece  of  silver  which  was  lying  on  the 
ground  close  by. 

"  Oh,  I  am  ! "  exclaimed  the  gold.  "  No 
one  knows  what  I  suffer." — "  But  it  will  not  be 
for  long,"  returned  the  silver. 

"  I  don't  know,"  sighed  the  gold ;  "  it  often 
seems  very  long  to  me,  and  I  cannot  see  what 
good  it  is  to  do  me ;  day  after  day  passes,  and 
I  seem  no  further  on— the  same  ups  and  downs, 
the  same  suffering,  the  same  trial." 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  a  secret  ?  "  whispered  the 
silver.  "  This  trial  is  only  for  a  while  ;  we  are 
by-and-by  to  bear  the  king's  likeness,  and  all 
this  bruising  and  melting  is  but  a  preparation 
for  it.  It  is  no  useless  suffering  we  are  bear- 
ing, it  is  all  given  us  for  that  end." 

"Are  you  sure}^^  asked  the  gold  wonder- 
ingly.     "  How  do  you  know  ?  " 

"Because  I  have  been  told  so  by  one  I 
could  trust,"  said  the  silver  quietly. 

"  I  could  bear  anything,  I  think,  if  I  was 
sure  of  that,"  said  the  gold. 

Just  then  his  friend  was  taken  away  to  a 
neighbouring  furnace,  and  he  was  not  able  to 
ask  any  more ;  but  he  thought  much  and  long 
on  what  had  been  said, 
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The  days  seemed  long,  and  sometimes  weary 
and  painful ;  but  the  refiner  knew  what  he  was  ( 
about,  and  did  not  try  them  above  that  they 
were  able  to  bear. 

After  a  time  the  gold  met  his  friend  again, 
and  said— "I  have  been  thinking  so  much  of 
what  you  said ;  if  that  is  the  end,  I  ought  to 
be  glad  and  happy  all  the  time,  and  I  am  not 
always  glad,  I  cannot  be  glad  to  suffer  so." 

"  One  cannot  be  glad  of  the  pain,"  answered 
the  silver;  "it  would  be  no  pain  if  we  did  not 
feel  it  as  such  ;  but  in  and  through  the  pain, 
we  may  be  glad  with  the  thought  of  what  the 
end  will  be,  and  glad  in  knowing  too  that  one 
who  cares  is  watching  us,  and  will  not  keep 
us  in  the  furnace  one  moment  longer  than  is 
necessary." 

"  It  is  very  strange  that  if  he  cares  about  us, 
he  should  make  us  suffer  so." 

"Nay,  gently,"  replied  the  silver,  "never 
think  that.  It  is  no  strange  thing  that  is  hap- 
pening to  us.  Every  one  who  would  be  like 
the  king  must  go  through  suffering." 

'*  There  were  plenty  of  my  brethren  in  the 
place  I  came  from,  who  were  happy  enough, 
and  yet  never  suffered  like  this." 

"No,"  quietly  answered  the  silver,  "  they 
were  not  called  to  such  high  honour." 

The  gold  looked  wonderingly  at  his  friend, 
and  thought  earnestly  of  what  he  had  said. 
Was  it  really  such  high  honour  ?  Was  it  really 
worth  so  much  pain  ?  And  ought  he  to  be 
glad  nozu,  in  that  assurance?  Then  the  end 
must  be  wondrously  good,  and  there  must  be 
high  and  important  service  before  him,  to 
make  it  worth  the  refiner's  while  to  spend  so 
much  time  in  watching  him,  and  exactly  mea- 
suring the  time  he  was  to  be  in  the  furnace. 

Yes,  he  was  sure  it  must  be  so,  and  he 
determined  to  bear  patiently  and  quietly — 
ay,  and  joyfully  too,  whatever  might  come 
—beating,  bruising,  melting — because  of  the 
sure  confidence  that  by-and-by,  when  all  the 
suffering  would  be  over,  and  all  the  dross 
purged  away,  he  should  bear  the  king's  like- 
ness. 

"  Ye  greatly  rejoice,  though  now  for  a  season,  if 
need  be,  ye  are  in  heaviness  through  manifold 
temptations :  that  the  trial  of  your  faith,  being 
much  more  precious  than  of  gold  that  perisheth, 
though  it  be  tried  with  fire,  might  be  found  unto 
praise  and  honour  and  glory  at  the  appearing  of 
fesus  Christ."—!  Pet.  i.  6,  7. 
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The  Valley  of  Burdens. 

EARY  with  toil,  and  care,  J 
sat  one  evening  musing  until 
surrounding  objects  faded 
away,  and  other  forms  and 
scenes  filled  their  place.  There  came 
one  to  me  who  gently  bade  me  follow 
him.  Together  we  moved  on  until  we 
came  to  a  long  and  narrow  valley. 
In  this  valley  were  many  travellers, 
each  bearing  a  burden. 

"  What  place  is  this  ?  '*  I  asked  of 
my  guide.—"  It  is  the  Valley  of  Bur- 
dens," he  said. 

We  descended  into  the  valley,  and 
drew  near  to  some  of  these  travellers. 
I  soon  observed  a  great  difference  in 
the  way  these  pilgrims  bore  their 
burdens.  Some  sighed  and  groaned 
at  almost  every  step;  others  bore 
themselves  manfully,  or  at  least  un- 
complainingly. At  last  my  eyes  fell 
upon  a  burden  of  unusual  size. 

"  That  man  must  have  a  hard  time  of 
it,"  I  said. — "  Draw  nearer,"  said  my 
guide. 

I  obeyed ;  and  found  that  he  was 
treading  the  ground  with  a  firm  and 
even  elastic  step,  much  as  if  he  had  no 
burden.  He  was  singing  a  cheerful 
song ;  and  his  face  was  radiant  with 
a  tender,  subdued,  chastened  joy.  I 
expressed  my  surprise. 

*'  Draw  nearer  still,"  said  my  guide. 

I  did  so,  and  saw  that  there  was 
One,  before  invisible,  who  was  walk- 
ing by  his  side,  and  while  the  burden 
seemed  to  rest  on  the  pilgrim's  back,  it 
was  in  reality  borne  by  the  strong  hand 
of  the  One  who  was  walking  with  him. 

"  Speak  to  him,"  said  my  guide.        i 

I  went  up  to  him,  and  said,  "  My  ! 
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friend,  I  thought  you  the  most  heavily- 
burdened  of  all ;  but  now  I  see  that 
you  do  not  carry  the  burden.  How  is 
it  that  you  are  so  favoured  ?  " 

"  All  might  be  equally  favoured  if 
they  would,"  he  said.  "  When  my 
burden  was  smaller  I  tried  to  carry  it 
myself,  and  a  sad  time  I  had  of  it. 
Then  the  Friend  who  walks  by  my 
side,  instead  of  making  it  lighter, 
added  to  its  size  and  weight  until  I 
could  bear  it  no  longer,  and  gave  it  up 
to  Him.  It  was  in  mercy  and  love 
that  He  made  it  so  heavy.  He  would 
carry  every  burden  in  this  valley,  if 
those  who  bear  them  would  only  let 
Him  do  it."  After  we  left  this  man,  I 
asked  my  guide  if  this  was  the  gracious 
design  of  every  burden. 

"  It  is,"  he  said ;  "  but  many  resist 
this  gracious  purpose.  See  that  man 
yonder  with  a  similar  burden.  He 
has  fallen  under  it,  bruised,  crushed, 
nigh  unto  death." 

"  Has  this  man  a  friend  by  his  side 
who  is  willing  to  take  his  burden  ?  "  I 
asked. 

"  Yes  ;  but  the  man  will  not  give  it 
up."—"  What  folly  !  "  I  exclaimed. 

Soon  we  saw  another  man  with  a  very 
heavy  burden.  He  seemed  to  be  plead- 
ing with  some  one  to  bear  it  for  him. 

"  Is  not  that  man  asking  his  Friend 
to  take  his  burden  ?  "— "  Yes,  he  is." 

"I  understood  you  to  say  that  He  took 
every  burden  He  was  asked  to  take." 

"  Every  lawful  burden ;  but  this 
man  has  no  right  to  his  burden. 
Nearly  all  of  it  has  been  gathered  up 
where  he  has  no  right  to  go.  It  is 
made  up  of  borrowed  trouble,  while 
the  Lord  of  the  valley  has  said, 
*  Take  no  thought  for  the  morrow.' " 
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The  Friar's  Confession. 

SOME  hundreds  of  years  ago, 
there  was  a  poor  Carthusian 
friar,  named  Martin,  to  whom 
the  Lord  Jesus  revealed  Himself  by 
His  Spirit.  The  friar  being  shut  up 
in  the  lonely  cell  of  his  convent,  had 
no  opportunity  of  testifying  before 
men  of  the  Saviour  He  loved,  but 
he  longed  to  utter  the  praises  of 
Jesus,  so  He  wrote  out  the  follow^- 
ing  confession,  which  he  placed  in 
a  wooden  box;  enclosing  the  box 
with  its  precious  contents  in  a  hole 
within  the  wall  of  his  cell  :— 

"  O  most  merciful  God !  I  know 
that  I  cannot  be  saved  and  satisfy 
Thy  righteousness,  otherwise  than 
by  the  merits,  and  by  the  death  of 
Thy  dearly  beloved  Son  .  .  .  Holy 
Jesus  !  all  my  salvation  is  in  Thy 
hands !  Thou  canst  not  turn  away 
from  me  the  hands  of  Thy  love,  for 
they  have  created  me  and  redeemed 
me  ;  Thou  hast  written  my  name 
with  an  iron  pen  in  great  mercy, 
and  in  an  indelible  manner,  on  Thy 
side,  on  Thy  hands,  and  on  Thy 
feet  .  .  .  And  if  I  cannot  confess 
these  things  with  my  mouth,  I  con- 
fess them  at  least  with  my  pen  and 
with  my  heart. '^ 

Some  hundreds  of  years  rolled  by, 
the  old  convent  at  Basle  went  to  de- 
cay, and  part  of  the  building  was 
formed  into  a  dwelling  of  another 
kind.  The  confession  of  the  friar 
remained  unseen  by  mortal  eye. 
At  length,  in  the  year  1776,  some 
workmen  began  to  pull  down  the 
old  building  which  had  absorbed 
the  remains  of  the  convent.  In 
doing  so,  they  stumbled  upon  the 
box,  and  thus  was  brought  to  light 
the  sweet  confession  to  the  precious - 
ness  of  Jesus,  w^hich  the  good  man 
had  hidden  in  the  wall  of  his  cell. 
**He,  being  dead,  yet  speaketh.'* 

'*If  thou  Shalt  confess  with  thy 
mouth  the  Lord  Jesus;  and  shalt 
believe  in  thine  heart  that  God  hath 
raised  Him  from  the  dead,  thou 
shalt  be  saved.'' 
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Worth 
Remembering. 


SAFETY  AlfB  JOY. — Nothing  so 
strong  as  the  Hnk  of  relationship  ;  nothing 
so  tender  as  the  Hnk  of  communion.  In 
Psa.  51.  12,  David  does  not  say  :  "  Restore 
unto  me  Thy  salvation,"  but  "  Restore  unto 
me  the  joy  of  Thy  salvation."  Never  con- 
found your  safety  with  your  joy. 

THREE  CERT AIlfTIES.— The  ob- 
ject of  my  trust,  the  foundation  of  my 
safety,  the  ground  of  my  certainty,  are 
alike  eternally  unalterable. 

DIYIMO  FOR  PEARl«S. — Christ  is 
our  Life.  A  diver  who  works  below,  gets 
sustained  by  air  pumped  down  to  him  from 
above.  He  only  remains  at  his  work  a  short 
time.  His  work  is  gathering  pearls  :  and 
he  can  only  work  so  long  as  he  is  supplied 
with  his  natural  atmosphere  from  above. 

PROYER,  T¥OT  ACCUSER. — When 
your  faith  is  exercised  with  trials  (provings) 
do  not  think  you  are  being  judged  for  your 
sins.  Often  buffeted — never  accused. — 
I  Peter  i.  7. 

RESIREIVCE  AROYE.— Over  the 
door  of  a  joiner's  shop  in  Liverpool,  which 
is  on  the  ground  floor,  are  the  words ; 
''  Residence  above."  We,  too,  should  work 
below,  but  live  above. 

OUR  SAFETY.  — Remember,  though 
Christ  has  promised  us  a  safe  landing.  He 
has  not  promised  us  a  calm  passage. 

]9II£.IiIO]VS  liOST.— There  is  one  sin 
which  destroys  its  millions,  viz.,  levity. 
Those  who  were  invited  to  the  marriage 
supper,  made  light  of  it. 

THREE  l^ECESSITIES.  —"With- 
out the  way,  there  is  no  going ;  without  the 
truth,  there  is  no  knowing ;  without  tJie 
life,  there  is  no  living.  Christ  is  the  Way, 
which  thou  oughtest  to  follow,  the  Truth 
which  thou  oughtest  to  trust,  the  Life 
which  thou  oughtest  to  live." 

FREE    A]¥R    FUliIi.—"  Whosoever  " 
and   "  whatsoever  "  are  two  precious  words 
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often  in  the  mouth  of  Christ.  "Whosoever 
will "  may  come.  "  Whatsoever  ye  shall 
ask  in  My  name,  that  will  I  do."  "  Who- 
soever "  is  on  the  outside  of  the  gate,  and 
lets  in  all  who  choose;  "whatsoever"  is 
on  the  inside^  and  gives  those  who  enter  the 
free  range  of  all  the  region  and  treasury 
of  grace.  "  Whosoever"  makes  salvation 
free  ;  "  whatsoever  "  makes  \\.  full. 

IRRl]fiIII>TIBL.E  STKEIVOTH.— 
Gody^r  me,  Christ  with  me,  the  Holy  Spirit 
in  me. 

FOR,— :»f©T  I^.— It  is  not  the  Spirit's 
work  in  us,  but  Christ's  v^oxVfor  us,  which 
is  the  foundation  of  peace. 

iSACRIIiEOE:. — Read  Isaiah  53.  6,  and 
then  beware  of  committing  the  greatest  of 
all  sacrileges — that  of  taking  down  your 
sins  from  where  the  Lord  has  laid  them. 

TH£OIiOCrY. — Be  it  remembered,  a 
man  may  be  a  profound  theologian  and  an 
able  divine,  and  yet  live  and  die  without 
God,  and  perish  eternally. 

ise:€Re:t  of  power. — I  used  to 
hold  Christ  with  one  hand,  and  work  with 
the  other.  Now  I  let  Christ  hold  me,  and 
so  I  have  both  hands  to  work  with. 

OML.Y  OME  EDITION.— Life  is  a 
book,  of  which  we  have  but  one  edition. 

REFORM,  ]WOT  I.IFE. — Mere  refor- 
mation differs  as  much  from  regeneration, 
as  whitewashing  an  old  rotten  house  dif- 
fers from  taking  it  down  and  building  a 
new  one  in  its  room. 

MO  AIiTERMATI¥E.  —  Every  one 
living  must  be  Satan's  slave  or  God's  child. 

A  OR  EAT  SIM.— To  love  a  small  sin 
is  a  great  sin. 

A  MEW  BOOK. — The  Bible  is  always 
a    new    book    to    those    well   acquainted 

with  it. 

TAKIMG  P0I80M.— For  a  smner  to 
seek  healing  of  soul  from  works,  instead 
of  the  blood  of  Christ,  is  taking  poison  to 
cure  disease. 

A  DOUBTFUIi  COMSCIEMCE.— 
We  should  never  deal  lightly  with  the 
whispers  of  a  doubtful  conscience.  If  we 
have  a  doubt  upon  our  minds  upon  any 
point,  we  should  go  straight  to  Jesus  to 
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get    it   solved.      Love   abhors    a    winding 
course. 

]>li:ylRL.Y  PITRCHASEB.— A  Chris- 
tian is  one  who  has  been  purchased  at  a 
great  price,  and  who  has  nothing  else  to 
do  than  to  glorify  God. 

A  BROa^eiV  BRI»€}C:.  —  He  that 
cannot  forgive  others,  breaks  the  bridge 
over  which  he  must  pass  himself 

THC:  L.A1¥.BREAI4£R  PAR- 
BOIV£B. — The  law  demands  justice  ;  the 
Gospel  delights  in  mercy,  through  satis- 
fied justice.  Moses  blesses  the  law-doer  ; 
Jesus  pardons  the  law-breaker,  the  guilty, 
and  saves  the  lost. 

UOVr  TO  SHIME. — We  can  only 
shine  as  lights  in  the  world,  by  bearing 
the  Light  of  the  World  within  us. 

ISEEB  SOW^IMCJ.  —  It  is  not  the 
acreage  you  sow,  it  is  the  multiplication 
which  God  gives  to  the  seed,  which  will 
make  up  the  harvest. 

IBTHICH  IS  BETTER  ?— Instead  of 
removing  the  thorn  in  the  flesh,  Christ 
said,  "  My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee." 
Which  is  better,  to  lower  the  trial  to  the 
measure  of  our  capacity,  or  to  raise  our 
capacity  to  the  measure  of  the  trial  ? 

OUR  CHART. — If  you  would  know 
whether  the  Bible  be  true  in  its  teachings, 
you  must  do  by  it  as  you  would  by  a 
chart.  The  chart  is  nothing  but  a  piece 
of  paper,  and  what  good  would  it  do  for 
half  a  dozen  captains  to  sit  down  on  the 
shore  and  discuss  its  merits  ?  How  can 
they  know  whether  its  descriptions  are 
correct  or  not?  Let  them  take  it  on 
board,  and  prove  it  by  sailing  by  it.  That 
is  a  true  chart  on  trial.  If  there  is  a  rock 
where  it  says  "  rock,"  if  it  is  safe  where 
it  says  "  safe,"  then  it  is  a  true  chart,  no 
matter  who  made  it,  or  how,  or  when,  or 
where  it  was  made.  It  is  the  sea  that  is 
the  best  test  of  a  chart,  so  is  the  human 
life  the  best  test  of  the  Bible.  Would 
you  know  the  truth  of  the  Bible  ?  Be- 
come a  Christian.  "  If  any  man  will  do 
His  will,"  says  Christ,  "he  shall  know 
of  the   doctrine   whether  it   be   of  God  " 

(John  7.  17). 
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Pen  and  Ink  Bible  Marking. 

THE  plan  of  Bible  Marking  on 
opposite  page  (from  **  How  to 
Mark  your  Bible,"  ^  by  Mrs. 
Stephen  Menzies)  has  been  found 
especially  helpful  to  many  in  search- 
ing God's  Word.  It  has  perhaps 
proved  a  greater  help  than  any  other, 

to    Bible   study.  [See  footnote. 

Its  peculiar  advantage  consists  in 
this  :  that  it  affords  a  means  by  which 
every  fresh  thought  may  be  committed 
to  the  pages  of  one's  Bible,  instead  of 
to  a  note-book.  This  is  done  (as  will 
be  seen),  either  by  *'  Railways"  or  by 
Marginal  References,  and  by  concise 
jottings  in  any  spare  corner  of  the 
page.  Thus  one's  Bible  becomes  en- 
riched with  constant  gleanings,  which 
are  afterwards  always  at  hand. 

Mr.  Moody  says: — 

"  This  plan  of  Bible  Marking",  with  side 
Notes,  etc.,  converts  one's  Bible  into  a 
note-book,  ready  to  hand."  i^^ 

To  young  Christians  in  particular, 
it  is  believed,  the  plan  will  be  of  the 
greatest  service  —  stimulating  search, 
and  supplying  a  means  of  retaining  all 
that  is  gained. 

One  objection  only  has  ever  been 
raised  against  this  method  :  viz.,  the 
peculiar  appearance  which  the  pages 
present,  when  crossed  by  the  "  Rail- 
ways." When //-^/^r/v  rnarked,  how- 
ever, and  the  lines  drawn  with  a  fine 
pen,  they  are  soon  but  litde  observed  : 
and  the  practical  utility  is  so  great, 
that  to  this,  one  gladly  sacrifices  the 
mere  appearance. 
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Missed  it  at  Last." 


p|OME  time  ago,  a  physician 
called  upon  a  young  man 
who  wa»  ill.  He  sat  for  a 
little  by  the  bedside  examin- 
ing his  patient,  and  then  he  honestly 
told  him  the  sad  intelligence  that  he 
had  but  a  very  short  time  to  live. 
The  young  man  was  astonished;  he 
did  not  expect  it  would  come  to  that 
so  soon.  He  forgot  that  death  comes 
"in  such  an  hour  as  ye  think  not." 
At  length  he  looked  up  in  the  face  of 
the  doctor,  and  with  a  most  despair- 
ing countenance,  said, — 

"  I  have  missed  it — at  last." 

"  What  have  you  missed  ?  "  inquired 
the  tender-hearted  physician. 

"  I  have  missed  it — at^last,"  again 
he  repeated. — "  Missed  what  ?  " 

"  Doctor,  I  have  missed  the  salva- 
tion of  my  soul." 

"  Oh  !  say  not  so.  Do  you  remem- 
ber the  thief  on  the  cross  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  remember  the  thief  on  the 
cross.  And  I  remember  that  he  never 
said  to  the  Holy  Ghost — Go  thy  way. 
But  I  did.  And  now  he  is  saying  to 
me — Go  your  way  J*  He  lay  gasping 
a  while,  and  looking  up  with  a  vacant, 
staring  eye,  he  said — "  I  was  anxious 
about  my  soul  a  little  time  ago.  But 
I  did  not  want  to  be  saved  then. 
Something  seemed  to  say  to  me, 
*  Don't  put  it  off,  make  sure  of  salva- 
tion.' I  knew  I  was  a  great  sinner, 
and  needed  a  Saviour.  I  resolved, 
however,  to  dismiss  the  subject /or  the 
present.  Yet  I  could  not  get  my  own 
consent  to  do  it,  until  I  had  promised 
that  I  would  take  it  up  again,  at  a 
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time  not  remote,  and  more  favourable. 
I  bargained  away,  resisted  the  Holy 
Spirit.  I  never  thought  of  coming  to 
this.  I  meant  to  have  made  my  sal- 
vation sure.  And  now  I  have  missed 
it — at  last." 

"You  remember,"  said  the  doctor, 
"  that  there  were  some  who  came  at 
the  eleventh  hour." 

"My  eleventh  hour,"  he  rejoined, 
"  was  when  I  had  that  call  of  the 
Spirit.  Oh,  I  have  missed  it !  I  have 
sold  my  soul  for  nothing — a  feather 
— a  straw — undone  for  ever  1  "  This 
was  said  with  indescribable  despond- 
ency. After  lying  a  few  moments, 
he  raised  his  head,  and  looking  all 
round  the  room  as  if  for  some  desired 
object — turning  his  eyes  in  every 
direction — then,  burying  his  face  in 
the  pillow,  he  again  exclaimed  in 
agony  and  horror,  "  missed  it  at  last !  " 
and  he  died. 


"A  THOUSAND  GUINEAS  IF 

YOUXL  TAKE  ME  IN." 

WHEN  the  steamer  London,  which  was 
bound  for  Melbourne,  with  some  hun- 
dreds of  passengers  on  board,  foundered 
in  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  a  thrilling  tale  was  told 
by  the  few  survivors,  of  a  lady  who  offered  a 
thousand  guineas  to  be  saved.  The  great 
steamship  was  fast  settling  down  amidst  the 
heavy  seas,  and  all  hope  was  given  up  except 
for  those  in  the  only  boat  that  could  be  safely 
launched.  The  lady  had  refused  to  get  into 
the  boat  when  she  had  a  chance,  but  after  it 
had  got  but  a  very  little  way  from  the  side  of 
the  sinking  steamer,  seeing  that  she  must  go 
down  with  all  the  rest  on  board,  with  a  face 
livid  with  horror,  she  piteously  cried  out,  "  A 
thousand  guineas  if  you'll  take  me  in."  But 
money — millions — then  were  valueless.  It  was 
too  late— she  was  lost,  through  rejecting  the 
o£fer. 
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Lamentation  of 
a  Lost  SouL 

(FROM    AN     OLD    AUTHOR.) 


JC  H,    miserable    wretch 
^/m^    that  I  am!    Undone 
for  ever— for  euer !  Oh. 
those     killing     words  —  'Fot 
ever ! '    Will  not  a  thousand 
thousand    years    bring    mj 
misery  to  a  close  P     No ;  ii 
will  never  have  an  end.  Afte] 
a  thousand  thousand  years 
it  will  be  'for  ever '  still ;  help 
less,  hopeless.     It  is  this  'fo 
ever'    which    is    the    hell    o 
hell !    Oh,  wretch  that  I  an 
—damned  to  all  eternity ! 
have  wilfully,  obstinately  un 
done  myself !    Oh,  what  stu 
pendous  folly  am  I  guilty  o 
in  choosing  sin's  short  an 
momentary  pleasure  at  th 
dear  cost  of  everlasting  woe 
How  often  have  I  been  tol 
that  it  would   be  so !    Ho 
often  have  I  been  pressed  t 
leave  those  paths  of  sin  thf 
would  be  sure  to  bring  n 
to  the  chambers  of  etern 
death!     But   like    the    det 


adder,    I   lent   no    ear  un' 
those  charmers.    They  oftei 
told  me  that  my  short-livejl 
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pleasures  would  quickly  is- 
sue in  eternal  pain ;  and  now 
my  sad  experience  tells  me 
it  is  so  indeed.  Now  it  is  too 
late;  my  state  is  fixed  for 
ever. 

''  It  is  my  own  neglect  that 

stings  me  to  death !  and  yet 

I  know  I  cannot—  I  may  not 

die.    Oh  !  to  live  on— on— on 

—on,    in    the    bitterness    of 

remorse,  is  worse  than  ten 

thousand  deaths;  and  yet  I 

j might  have  helped  all  this, 

•and  would  not !    That  is  the 

j  gnawing   worm   that    never 

'dies!     I    might    have  been 

i  happy.     Salvation    was    of- 

|fered     to    me    a    thousand 

times,    and   yet— I  as    often 

refused  it.    God  often  called, 

ibut  I  as  often  refused.    He 

stretched  His  hand  out,  but 

I  would  not  mind  it.    How 

'  often  have  I   set  at  nought 

His     counsel!      How    often 

refused    His    reproof!     But 

I  now  the  scene  is    changed, 

the    case    is    altered.      My 

I  doom  is  fixed.    I  scoffed  at 

grace ;    I    refused    pardon ; 

and  now  I  reap  the  reward 

I  of  my  own  doiags.    Justice 

;  condemns  me  to  eternal  ban- 

'  ishment  from   the  presence 

of  God." 
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LAST    CALL 

-TO    THE     UNDECIDED. 
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Come  now,  and  let 
us  reason  together, 
saith  the  Lord:  though 
your  sins  be  as  scarlet, 
they  shall  be  as  white 
as  snow ;  though  they 
be  red  like  crimson, 
they  shall  be  as  wool." 

(Isa.  i.  18.) 

"  Herein  is  love,  not 
that  we  loved  God, 
but  that  He  loved  us, 
and  sent  His  Son  to 
be  the  propitiation  for 

our    sins."    d  John  iv.  lO 

"  While  we  were 
yet  sinners,  Christ 
died  for  us."  (Eom.-..8.) 


REDEN^PTlOh/   IS  ^EET. 

"f^edeejvied"is  sv/eetef\ 


TO^  The  Editor  would  be  cheered  to  hear  of 
TUr  DUKT^rD  ]  any  soi ritual  help  or  blessing  receiued 
1  aJCi   IllliiiUllitt.l  through  these  pages. 

V.        Address— Mr«.  Stephen  Mcnzies, 

Prince's  Park,  Liverpool, 
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Wh^n  you  have  read  this  book.  If  you  wleh  another  helpful  oj*  «P°"  ^„V 
war  of  f  alvatlon,  send  6d  (in  .tamp«)  to  the  British  Gospel  Book  A,V0c|*"°5' 
Liverpool,  for Wk  SHADOW  and  the  SUBSTANCE,  by  ^r  Arthur  Blackwood. 
«r  4a  for  LIFE  IN  A  LOOK,  by  the  Blihop  of  Huron. 
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